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RICHARD NORTON, 


OF 


SoUuTHWICK, Eſq; 


H O' I can't, without Ingratitude, con- 
ceal the excceding Favours which the 
Toon have ſhewn this Piece; yet they 
muſt give me leave to own, that” even 
my Vanity lay huſh'd, quite ſtifled in my 
Fears, till I had ſecurely fix d its good Fortune, by 
publiſhing your Approbation of it: An Advantage, 
which, as it will confirm my Friends in their favourab'ie 
Opinion, ſo ir muſt, in tome meaſure, qualify the 
Severity of the Malicious. After this Declara- ion, 
let the World imagine, how difficult ir is for me, 
not to launch into your Character: But ſince your 
Candour and Depth of Judgment, are my chief 
Protection, I am loth to diſcompoſe you, by an 
ungrateful Repetition of thoſe Virtues, which only 
pleaſe you in the Practice: The World as little wants 
the Knowledge of em, as you defire the Recital. 


ꝙa 3 Tis 


The Dedication. 


"Tis your Happineſs, S1 R, that your Fortune has | 


fd you above the need of Praiſe, or Friends, yet 
both are equally unavoidable: For even to your $o- 
lirude, Praiſe will follow you, and nder of 


you for your Coldneſs; ſhe loves you for your Choice 
ot Pleaſures, thoſe noble Pleaſures of a ſweer Re- 


tirement, from which nothing but the Conſideration 
of 2 Country's Weal can draw you. 

ut as no Man can properly be made a Patron, 
whoſe Virtues have not in ſome ſort qualified him 


for ſuch a Care: So, SR, it is ſufficient for me, that 


your Life and Converſarion are the beſt Heralds of 
your Power, and my Safety. 
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Hue, SIR, I muſt beg Leave to clear myſelf from 


what the ill Wiſhes of ſome wou'd have the World 
believe, that what I now offer you, is ſpurious, and 


not the Product of my own 


abour. And tho' I 


am pleas'd that this Report ſeems to allow it ſome 


Beauties, yet I am ſorry it has made a Diſcovery of 
ſome Perſons, who think me worth their Malice. 
Thi: Dr picaT10N were little better than an Af- 
front, unleſs I cou'd withall Sincerity. aſſure you, SIR, 
that the Fable is entirely my own; nor is there a 
Line or Thought throughout the whole, for which I 
am v ittingly oblig'd either to the Dead or Living: 
For I cou d no more be pleas'd with a ſtoln Repu- 


tation, than with a Miftreſs, who yielded only upon 


the Interceſſion of my Friend. I ſatisfies me, SR, 


that you believe ir mine; and I hope, what others 


fay to the contrary, is rather owing to an unreaſo- 
nable Niſyuſt, than heir real Opinion. Iam not ig- 
noran of thoſe Overſights I have comniicted, nor 
have the 4iſſeFing Criticks much diſcourag'd me: 
For dis their Diverſion to find Fault; and o have 
none, is to them an un ardonable Diſappointment; 
no Min can expect to go free, while they don't ſpare 
one another. But as I write not in Defiance of their 


Cenlure ; (, after having diverted you, 81 R, I fhall 
not 


The Dedication. 


not trouble them with a Preface. Had it not ſuc- 
ceeded, I ſhould have had Modeſty enough to impute 
it tomy own want of Merit: For certainly the Town 
can take no pleaſure in decrying any Man's Labours, 
when tis their intereſt to encourage em. Every 
Gueſt is the beſt Judge of his own Palate; and a 
Poet ought no more to impole good Senſe upon the 
Galleries, than dull Farce upon theundiſputed . 
I firſt conſider d who my Gueſts were, before I pre- 
pared my Entertainment: And therefore I ſhall only 
add this, as a general Anſwer to all Objections, that it 
has every way exceeded mine, and hitherro has not 
wron "die Houſe's Expectation: That Mr. Southbern's 
— — (whoſe own Works beſt recommend 
his Judgment) engaged his Repuration for the Suc- 
ceſs; which its Reception, and your Approbation, 


SIR, has ſince redeem d, to the intire Satisfaction 
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SIR, 
Your moſt Devoted, 


Humble Servant, 


Colley Cibber. 


PROLOGUE 
By a FRIEMND. 


Spoken by Mr. VER BRUGGEN. 


TT bears ſo thin a Crop, this duller Age, 

W. diy” 56d to glean it from the barren Stager 
Een Players, fledg d by nobler Pens, tale wing 
Themſelves, and their own rude Compoſures 


Nor need our Ice dread a Shipeoreck here: 
Who trades wwithout a Stock, has nought to fear. 
Inev'ry Smile of yours a Prize be draws ; 

And if you damn him, he's but where he was. 

Yet where's the Reaſon for the critick Crew, 

With killing Blaſts, like Winter, to purſue 

The tender Plaus, that ripens but for you ? 
Nature, in all her Works, requires Tine; 
Kindneſs, and Years, tit makes the Virgin climb, 
And ſhoot, and haſten to the expefed Prime; 

And then, if untaught Fancy fail to pleaſe, 

Y infiru# the willing Pupil by Degrees; 

By gentle _— you your Foys improve, 

And mould her awkard Paſſion into Love. 

Ew'n Folly has its growth : Few Fools are mad; 
You drudge and ſweat for't, as it were a Trade. 
"Tis half the Labour of your trifling Age, 

To faſhion you fit Subjects for the Stage. 

Well! If our Author fail to draw you like ; 

In the firſt Draught, you're not F expedt Vandy ke 
What tho no Maſter-ſtroke in this appears, 

Yet ſome may Features find reſembling theirs. 

Nor do the bad alone his Colours ſhare ; 

Neglected Virtue is at leaſt ſhewn fair, 

And that's enough o' Conſcience for a Play'r. 

But if you'd have him take a bolder Flight, 

And draw your Pictures by a truer Light, 

You muſt your ſelves, by Follies yet unknown, 
Inſpire his Pencil, and divert the Toxwn. 

Nor judge, by this, his Genius at a ſtand; 

For Time, that makes new Fools, may mend his Hand. R 
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EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Miſs Cxoss, (who ſung Curio.) 


=J OW, Gallants, for the Author. Firſt, To you 
Kind City-Gentlemen o'th' middle Row 3 

He hopes yeu nothing to his Charge can lay, 

There's not a Cuckold made in all his Play. 

Nay, you muſt own, if you believe your Eyes, 

He draws his Pen againſt your Enemies : 

For he declares, t6-day, he merely firives 

To maul the Beaux——becauſe they maul your Wives. 

New, Sirs, To you whoſe fole Religion's Drinking, 

Wheoring, Roaring, without the Pain of Thinking, 

He fears he's made a Fault you'll ne er forgive, 

A Crime beyond the Hopes of a Reprieve : 

An _ forego the Toys of Life ! 

His es, and Wine! t' embrace a dull chaſte Wi ife H 

Such out-of-faſhion Stuff But then again, 

He's lewd for above four Ads, Gentlemen ! 

For faith, he knew, when once he'd chang d his Fortune, 

And reform'd his Vice, "tawas time==to drop the Curtain, 

Four As for your coarſe Palates were defign'd, 

But then the Ladies Taſte is move refin'd, + 

Wey, for Amanda's Sake, will ſure be kind. 

Pray let this Figure once your Pity move : 

Can you refit the pleading God of Love 


1 vain my Pray the other Sex purſue, 


N * 


Unleſs your congu' ring Smiles their ſtubborn Hearts ſubdue. 


Dramatis Perſons. 
MEN © 


Sir Nil. Wiſewoud. A rich old Gen- 
tleman, that fancies himſelf a great 
Maſter of his Paſſion, which he on!) 
is in trivial Matters. 

Loveleſs. Of a debauch'd Life, grew » 
weary of his Wife in ſix Months; 
left her, and the "Town, for Debt: 
he did not care to pay; and having Mr. ils. 
ſpent the laſt part of his Eſtate be- 
yond Sea, returns to Eng/and in a 

0 very mean > 4 0 | 

ir Novelty Fefpion. oxcomb that : 
loves — * - firſt in all Foppery. 2 __ 

Elder Worthy. A ſober Gentleman, of 
a fair Eſtate, in love with Hillaria. $ Mr. Williams. 

Young Worthy. His Brother, ofa looſer 


Mr. Fohn/on. 


Temper, Lover to Narci/a. I Mr. Mills, 
Snap. | to Loveleſs. Mr. Cibber jun 
Sly. Servant to Young Worthy. Mr. Miller. 

A Lawyer. Mr. Roſco. 


WOMEN. 


Amanda. A Woman of ſtrict Virtue, 


married to Lowele/5 very young, and 
forſaken by eg oe hos, bu. Porter. 


Narciſſa. Daughter to Sir William 
** Þ Mrs. Thurman. 
Hillaria. His Niece. Mrs. Heron. 
Flareit. A kept Miſtreſs of Sir — Mrs. Milly 
 _ welty's, ; ; 
Woman to Amanda. ; 
Maid to Flareit. 
Servants, Cc. 


The SCENE London 


a_ a - So. cod Odd. ao 


Love's Laſt Shift: 


O R, 


he Fool in Faſbion. 


Aer 
SCENE tbe Park. 


NE Irrah ! leave your Preaching: —— 
P Your Counſel, like an ill Clock, 
either ſtands ſtill, or goes too ſlow : 
| You ne'cr thought my Extra- 
W vagancies amiſs, while you had your 
ſhare of *em, and now I want Mo- 
ney to make my ſelf drunk, you adviſe me to live ſober, 
you Dog —Ti.ey that will hunt Pieaſure as I ha' done, 
Raſcal, muſt never give over in a fair Chace. 

Crap. Nay, I knew you would never reit, till you 
had tir'd your Dogs. Ah, Sir! what a fine Pack 
of Guineas have vou had! and yet you would make 
'em run till they were quite ſpent Wou'd I were 
fairly turn'd ont of your Service.—Here we have been 
three Days in 'Cown, and I can {afely ſwear I have liv'd 
upon picking a hollow Tooth ever ſince. 


Love. 


io Lover's Laſt Shift; or, 


Love. Why don't you eat then, Sirrah ? 

Snap. F'en becautc I don't know where, Sir. 

Lowe. Then ſtay till I eat, Hang- Dog! Ungrateful 
Rogue! to murmur at a little faſting with me, when 
thou haſt been an equal Partner of my good Fortune. 

Snap. Fortune ! It makes me weep to think 
what you have brought yourſelf and me to! How well 
might you ha” liv'd, Sir, had you been a ſober Man.— 
Let me ſee! I ha' been in your Service juſt ten 
Years:—In the firſt you married, and grew weary of 
your Wife: In the ſecond you whor'd, drank, gam'd, 
run in Debt, mortgag'd your Eſtate, and was forc'd to 
leave the Kingdom : In the third, fourth, fifth, ſixth, 
and ſeventh you made the Tour of Europe, with the 
State and Equipage of a French Court-Favourite, while 
your poor Wife at home broke her Heart for the loſs 
of you: In the eighth and ninth you grew poor, and 
little the wiſer : and now in the tenth you are reſolv'd 
I ſhall ftarve with you. N 2 

Love. Deſpicable Rogue! can't thou not bear the 
Frowns of a common Strumpet, Fortune ? 

Snap. 'Sbud, I never think of the Pearl-Neck- 
lace you gave that damn'd Venetian Strumpet, but I wiſh 
her hang'd in't! 

Love. Why, Sirrah! I knew I cou'd not have her 
without it, and I had a Night's Enjoyment of her was 
worth a Pope's Revenue for't. 

Snap. Ah! you had better ha' laid out your Money 
here im London; I'll undertake you might have had the 
Whale Town over and over for half the Price. Beſide, 
Sir, what a delicate Creature was your Wife! She was 
the only celebrated Beauty in Town; I'll undertake 
there were more Fops and Fools run mad for her 
Sbud ſhe vas more plagu'd with 'em, and more talk d 
of than a good Actreſs with a Maiden-head ! Why the 
Devil cou'd not ſhe content you ? 

Love, No, Sirrah ! the World to me is a Garden ftock'd 
with all forts of Fruit, where the greatcit Pleaſure we 
can take, is in the variety of Taſte: But a Wife is an 
eternal Apple-tree; after a pull or two, you are ſure to 
ſet your Tecth on edge. 


Snap. 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 11 


Sad. And yet I warrant you grudg'd another Man a 
Bit ot her, tho' you valu'd her no more than you wou'd 
a half-eaten Pippin, that had lain a Week a tunning in 


a Parlour Window. — But fee, Sir, who's tits? 
tor methinks I long to meet with an old acquaintance ? 
Lowe. Ha! egad, he looks like one, and may be ne- 
ceſſary, as the caſe ſtands with me. 
Srap. Pray Heaven he do but invite us to Dinner ! 
| Enter Young Worthy. | 
Lowe. Dear Worth; let me embrace thee; the fight 
of an old Friend warms me, beyond that of a new 
Miſtreſs. 

F. Wor. sdeath, what Bully's this! Sir, your Pardon, 
I don't know you! 

Lowe. Faith, Vill, I am a little out of Repairs at pre- 
ſent: But I am all that's lett of honeſt Ned Loe. 

Y. Wor. Loveleſs! I am ainaz'd! What means this Me- 
tamorphoſis Faith, Nu, I am glad to find thee 
amongſt the living, however——How long kaſt thou 
been in Town ? 

Love. About three days. — But prithee, 7/1, how 
goes the World ? 

Y. Wer. Why like a Bowl: it runs on at the old rate; 
Intereſt is {till the Jack it aims at; and while it rowls, 
you know, it mutt of neccfiity be often turn'd upſide 
down.—But I doubt, Friend, you have bowled out of 
the Green, have liv'd a little too falt, [ furwering his 
Drefs.] like one that hath loft all his ready Money, and 
forc'd to be an idle Spectator. —Prithee, what brought 
thee at laſt to Enzland 7 

Love. Why, my latt Hopes, faith, which were to per- 
fuade Sir Milliam Hiſewud (if he be alive) to whom 
I mortgaged my Eitate, to let me have Five hundred 
Pounds more upon it, or elſe to get ſome honeſt Friend 
to redeem the Mortgage, and ſhare the Overplus ! Be 
hides, I thought that Lendor might now be a Place of 
uninterrupred Pleaſure; for I hear my Wife is dead: 
and to tell you the truth, twas the Staleneſs of her 
Love was the main Cauſe of my going over. 

J. Ver. His Wife dead! Ha! I'm glad he knows no 
other; I won't undeceive him, left the Rogue ſhould 
go and rifle her of what ſhe has. [ Afae.] Yes, faith, 

L l 


12 Love's Laſt Shift; or, 


I was at her Burial, and {aw her ſtake Poſſeſſion of her 


long Home, and am ſorry to tell you, Ned, the died 
with Grief : your wild Courſes broke her Heart. 

Love. Why, faith! ſhe was a good - natur d Fool, that's 
the truth on't : Well! reit her Soul. 

Snap. Now, Sir, you are a ſingle Man indeed, for 
you have neither Wite, nor Eſtate. 

V. Wor. But how haſt thou improv'd thy Money be- 
yond Sea ? What halt thou brought over ? 

Lode. Oh, a great deal of Experience. 

Z. Wor. And no Money ? 

Snap. Not a Souſe, faith, Sir, as my Belly can teſtify, 

Lowe. But I have a great deal more Wit than I had! 

Snap. Not enough to get your Eſtate again, or to 
know where we ſhall dine to-day.—(O Lord, he don't 
aſk us yet) [ Hide. 

Y. Wor. Why, your Rogue's witty, Ned; where did 
thou pick him up ? 

Love. Don't you remember Snap, formerly your Pimp 
in Ordinary? But he is much improved in his Calling, 
I affure you, Sir. 

J. Wir. I don't doubt it, conſidering who has been 
his Maker. 


. Yes, Sir, I was an humble Servant of yours, 


— —— ˙———— A — ˙ O——. 


and am fill, Sir, and ſhould be glad to ſtand behind your 


Chair at Dinner, Sir. [ Bows, 

Y.Wor. Oh, Sir! that you may do another time; but 
do-day I'm engag'd upon Buſineis; however there's a 
Meal's Neat tor you. [ Throws him a Guinca. 

Srap. Bleis my Eye-ſight! a Guinea! —Sir, is there 
t er a Whore you would have kicked ? any old Bawd's 
Windows you would have broken? Stall I beat your 
Taylor for dilappointing you? or your Surgeon, that 


would be paid 1or a Clap of uo Years ſtanding? If | 


you have occaſion, you may command your humble 
Servant 


Y. Wor. Sweet Sir, I am obliged to you! But at pre- 
ſent am ſo happy as to have no occaſion for your Aſ- 
ſiſtarce.— But hark you, Ned; Prithce, what halt thou 
done with thy Eſtate ? 

Leve. I pawn'd it to buy Pleaſure ; that is, old Wine, 
Young Whores, and the Conver ſation of brave Fellows 

as 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 13 


as mad as my ſelf. Pox! if a Man hath Appetites, they 
are Torments, if not indulged ! I thall never complain 
as long as I have Health and Vigom : And as for my 
Poverty, why the Devil ſhould I be aſhamed of that, 
ſince a rich Man won't bluſh at his Knavery ? 

Y. Wor. Faith, Ned, I'm as much in love with Wic- 
kedneſs as thou canſt be, but I'm for having it ata cheap- 
er Rate than my Ruin! Don't it grate you a little to 
ſee your Friends bluſh for you? 

Live. Tis very odd, that People ſhou'd be more a- 
ſhamed of other's Faulrs, then their own : I never yet 
could meet with a Man that offered me Countel, but 
had more occaſion for it himſelf. 

Y. Wor. So far you may be in the right: For indeed, 
good Counſel is like a home Jeft, which every buſy Fool 
is offering to his Fellow, and yet won't take it himſelf. 

Lowe. Right Thus have I known a jolly red- 
nos'd Parſon, at three o'the Clock in the Morning, belch 
out Invecti ves againſt late Hours, and hard Drinking; 
and a canting hy pocritical Sinner proteſt againſt Forni- 
cation, when the Rogue was himyelt juſt crawling out 
of a Flux. 

Y. Wir. Tho' theſe are Truths, Friend, yet I don't 
ſee any Advantage you can draw from them. Prithee, 
how wilt thou live, now ail your Money's gone? 

Lowe. Live! How Coſt thou live? thou art but a 
younger Brother, | take it. 

Y. Ver. Oh, very well, Sir; (tho' faith my Father 
left me but 5000 /.) one of which I gave for a Place at 
Court, that I ſtill enjoy; the other two are gone after 
Plealure, as thou ſaylt. But befides this, I am ſupply'd 
by the continual Bounty of an indulgent Brother : Now, 
Jam loth to load his Good-Nature too much, and there- 
fore have &en thought fit, like the reſt of my raking 
Brotherhood, to purge out my wild Humours with 
Matrimony : By the way, I have taken care to ſee the 
Doſe well ſweetned with a ſwinging Portion. 

Love. Ah! Hill, you'll find, marrying to cure Lewd- 


neſs, is like {urfeiting to cure Hunger: For all the Con- 


vence is, you loath what you ſurfeit on, and are on- 
ly chaſte to her you marry.— But prithee, Friend, what 
is thy Wife that muſt be ? 


B 2 J War. 


14 Love's Laſt Shift; or, 


Y. Wor. Why, fait”, fince I believe the Matter is too 
far gone for any Man to poſtpone me, (at leaſt, I am 
ſure, thou wilt not do me an Injury to do thy ſelf no 
good) L'Il tell thee: ——You muit know, my Miſtreſs 
is the Daughter of that very Knight to whom you 
mortgaged your Eftate, Sir William Wiſewwud, 

Love. Why, ſhe's an Heireſs, and has 1000/7. a Year 
in her own Hands, if ſhe be of Age: But I ſuppoſe the 
old Man knows nothing of your Intentions. There 
fore, prithee, how have you had Opportunities of pro- 
moting your Love? \ 

Y. Wor. Why thus:—You muſt know, Sir William 
{being very well acquainted with the largeneſs of my 
Brotker's Eſtate) dehgns his Daughter for him; and to 
encourage his Paſſion, offers him, out of his own Poc- 
ket, the Additional Blefling of 5000 J. This Offer, my 
Brother, knowing my Inclinations, ſeems to embrace; 
but at the ſame time 1s really in love with his Niece, 
who lives with him in the ſame Hou'e: And therefore, 
to hide my Deſign from the old Gentleman, I pretend 
Viſits to his Daughter, as an Interceſſor for my Brother 
only ; and thus he has given me Daily Opportunities of 
advancing my own Intereſt ;——nay, and I have fo con- 
triv'd it, that I deſign to have the 5000 J. too. 

Love. How is that poliible, fince I ſee no hopes of 
the old Man's Content for you ? 

J. Wor. Have a Day's Patience, and you'll ſee the Ef- 
fects on't: In a word, tis fo jure, that nothing but De- 
lays can hinder my Succeſs; therefore I am very earneſt 
with my Miltreis, that to-morrow may be the Day: 
But a Pox on't, I have two Women to prevail with; 
for my Brother quarrels every other day with his Xli- 
ſtreſs; and while I am reconciling him, I loſe ground 
in my own Amour. 

Love. Why, has not your Miſtreſs told you ker Mind 
vet? 

J. War. She will, I ſuppoſe, as ſoon as ſhe knows it 
herſelf; for within this Week ſhe has chang'd it as of- 
ten as her Linen, and keeps it as ſecret too: for ſhe 
wou'd no more own her Love before my Face, than 
ihe wou' d ſhift herſelf before my Face. 
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Love. Pihaw! ſhe ſnews it the more, by ſtriving to 


C:1:ccal it. Z. War. 
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1 Hir. Nay, ſhe docs give me ſome Proots indeed; 
for ſhe will fuſfer no body but herſelf to ſpeak ill of me, 
is always uneaſy till I am ſent for, never pleas'd when I 
am with her, and ſtill jealous when 1 leave her. 

Lowe. Well! Succeſs to thee, Will; I will fend the 
Fiddles, to releaſe you from your firſt Night's Labour. 

Y. Wor. But, hark you! have a care of diſobliging 
the Bride, though. Ha! yonder goes my Brother 
| am afraid his Walking ſo early, proceeds from ſome 
Diſturbance in his Love; I mutt after him, and ſet him 
right. Dear N.d, you'll excuſe me: Shall I ſee you 
at the Blue Poſts between Five and Six this Afternoon? 

Lowe. With all my Heart: But, d'ye hear !— 
Can't not thou lend me the Fellow to that ſame Gui- 
nea you gave my Man? I'll give you my Bond, if you 
miſtruſt me. 5 

Y. Wir. Oh, Sir! your Neceſſity is Obligation e- 
nough : There 'tis, and all I have, faith; when I 
ſee you at Night, you may command me farther. 
Adieu : at Six at fartheſt. [Exit Y. Wor. 

Love. Without fail. —So! Now, Raſcal, you are an 
hungry, are you! Thou deſerveſt never to eat again.— 
Rogue ! grumble before Fortune had quite for.aken us ! 

Snap. Ah! Dear Sir, the 'Thoughts or eating again, 
have fo tranſported me, I am reſolved to live and die 
with you. 

Love. Look ye, Sirrah, Here's that will provide us of 
a Dinner, and a Brace of Whores into the Bargain; at 
leaſt as * Guineas and Whores go now. 

Snap. Ah! good Sir! no Whores before Dinner, I 
beſeech you. 

Love. Well, for once I'll take your Advice; ſor, to 
ſay the Truth, a Man is as unfit to follow Love with 
an empty Stomach, as Buſineſs with an empty Head: 
Therefore I think a Bit and a Bcttle won't be amiſs firit. 

The Gods of Wine and Lowe were ever Friends ; 

For by the help of Wine, Lowe gains his Ends. [Exeunt. 

Enter Elder Worthy with a Letter. 

El. Wor. How hard, it is to find that Happineſs which 
our ſhort- ſighted Paſſions hope from Woman ! 'tis not 
their cold Diſdain or Cruelty ſhould make a faithful Lo- 

f B 3 ver 
* Guineas went then at 303. 
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ver curſe his Stars, that is hut reafonable ; is the Sha- 
dow in our Pleature's Picture! Without it, Love could 
ne'er be heighten'd ! No, 'tis their Pride and vain Delire 
of many Lovers, that robs our Hope ot its imagined 
Rapture: The Blind are only happy : Fer if we lcok 
thro' Reaſon's never-erring Perſpective, we then furvey 
their Souls, and view the Rubbith we were chaff'ring 
tor: And ſuch I find Hillaria's Mind is made of. The 


—— — — — 


Letter is an Order for the knocking off my Fetters, 


and III end it her immediately. 
Enter to him Young Worthy. 

Y. Wer. 'Morrow, Brother, | ſeeing the Letter] What 
is your Fit return'd again? What Beau's Box now bas 
Hillariataken Snuff from? What Fool has ied her from 
the Box to her Coach? Wat Fop has ſhe (uffer'd to 
read a Play or Novel to her? Or whoſe Money has 
ſhe indi:crecily won at Bat? Come, come, let's tee 
the ghaſtiy Wound the bas made in your Quiet, that I 
may know how much Claret to preſcribe you. 

El. Wor. I have my wound and cure from the {ame 
Perion, I'll aitire you; the one from Iiillaria's Wit and 
Beauty, and ti other from her Pride and Vanity. 

T. Wer. That's wiat I could wer yet find her guilty ' 
of : are vou angry at her loving you ? | 

EI. Vor. I am angry at mytelf, for believing ſhe | 
ever did. | \ 

7. Wor. Have her Actions ſpoke the contrary ? Come, 
you know ſhe loves. | 

EJ. Wor. Indeed ſhe gave a great Proof on't laſt | 
Night here in the Paræ, by taining on a Fool, and ca- 
reſſing him before my Face, when ſhe might have ſo 
eaſtly avoided him. | | a 
T. Wir. What! and I warrant, interrupted you in 

the middle of your Sermon; for I don't queſtion but 
you were preaching to her. But, prithee, who was 
the Fool ſhe faiten'd upon ? d 
' 


El. Nor. One that Heaven intended for a Man; but 
the whole Buſineſs of his Life is, to make the World 
believe he is of another Species. A Thing that affects 
mightily to ridicule himſelf, only to give others a kind 
of Neceſſity of praiſing him. I can't tay he's a Slave ö 
to any new Faſhion, for he pretends to be Maſter 2 | 


; 
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and is ever reviving ſome old, or advanting ſome new 
piece of Foppery ; and tho' it don't take, is ſtill as well 
pleaſed, becauſe ic then obliges the Town to take the 
more Notice of him: He's io fond of a publick Re- 
putation, that he is more extravagant in his Attempts 
to gain it, than the Fool that fir'd Diana's Temple to 
immortalize his Name. 

Y. Hr. You have {aid enoughto tell me his Name 


is Sir Nowelty Faßb ion. : 


Fl. Wor. The fame: But that which moſt concerns 
me, he has the impudence to addrets to Hi/laria, and 
ſhe Vanity enough not to diſcard him. 

J. Wor. Is this all? Why, chou art as hard to pleaſe 
ina Wife, as thy Miſtreſs in a new Gown: How ma- 
ny Women have you took in hand, and yet can't pleaſe 
yourſelf at laſt? 

Fl. Vor. I had need to have the beſt Goods, when I 
offer ſe great a Price as Marriage for them: Hillaria 
has ſome good Qualities, but not enouga to make a 
Wite of. 

Y. Wor. She has Beauty ! 

Fl. Nor. Granted. 

T. Vor. And Money. 

FJ. Wor. Too much: Enough to ſupply her Vanity, 

J. Wor. She has Senſe. 

Fl. Mor. Not enough to believe I am no Fool. 

J. Vor. She has Wit. 

EJ. Wor. Not enough to deceive me. 

T. War. Why then you are happy, if he can't de- 
ceive you. 

EJ. Wor. Yet ſhe has Folly enough to endeavour it: 
Tul fee her no more, and this al! tell her fo. 

T. Wir. Which in an Hour's time you'll repent, as 
much as ever - 

EJ. Wor. As ever I ſhoald marrying her. 

7. Wor. Yow'!l have a damn'd meaking Look, when 
yeu are forced to aſx her pardon for your ungenerous 
Suſpicion, and lay the fault upon Excets of Love. 

El. Hor. I am nat fo much in Love as you imagine, 

T. Wer. Indeed, Sir, you are in Love, and tha: Let- 
ter tells her fo. 

Z.. or. Reud it, you'll find to tl. contrary. 
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Y. Vr. Prithee, I know what's in it better than thou 


do'ſt: You ſay, 'tis to take your Leave of her; but I 
ſay, tis in hopes of a kind, excuſive Aniwer : But, 
futh, you miſtake her and your {elf toc; ſhe is too 
high-{pirited, not to take you at your Word; and you 
are too much in Love, not to aſk her Pardon. 

EL. Wir. Woll, then, I'll not be too raſh, but will ſhew 
my Reſentment, in forbearing my Viſits. 

V Wor. Your Viſits! Come, I ſhall ſoon try what a 
Man of Reſolution you are; — for yonder ſhe comes: 
Now, tct's eg if you have Power to move. 

E/. It . Vil toon convince you of that. 
well. 

Y. Wor. Ha' Gone! 1 don't like that! I am ſorry to 
nnd him ſo reſolute: But I hope Hillaria has taken too 
at kold of his Heart, to let this Fit ſhake him off: I 
mult to her, and make up this Breach ; for while his 
Amour fands Kill, I have no hopes of advancing my 
den. [Exit. 

Enter Hillaria, Narciſſa, and Amanda in Mourning. 

Hil. Well, dear Amanda, thou art the moſt conſtant 
Wite I ever heard of, not to ſhake cf the Memory of 
an ill Hutband, after eight or ten Years abſence ; nay, 
to mourn, for ought you know, for the living too, and 
ſuch a Huſband, that, tho' he were alive, would ne- 
ver thank you for it: Why d'ye perſiſt in ſuch a hope- 
leis Griet ? | 

A. Becauſe "tis hopeleſs ! For if he be alive, he is 
dead to me ! His dead Affections, not Virtue itſelf can 
eerretrieve: Wou'd I were with him, tho' in his Grave! 

Hil, In my mind you are much better where you 
are! the Grave! Young Widows ute to have warmer 
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Withes. But, methinks, the Death of a rich old Un- | 


cle ſhould be a Cordial to your Sorrows. 

Am. That adds to 'em ; tor he was the only Relation 
I had left, and was as tender of me as the neareſt ! He 
was a Father to me. 

Hil. He was better than ſome Fathers to you; for 
he died juſt when you had occaſion for his Eſtate. 
Narr. I have an old Father, and the Duce take me, I 
think he only lives to hinder me of my Occaſions ; * 
Lor 
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Lord bleſs me, Madam, how can you be unhappy with 
2000 J. a year in your own Poſſeſſion? 5 

Hil. For my part, the greateſt Reaſon I think you 
have to grieve, is, that you are not ſure your Huſband's 
dead; for were that confirm'd, then indeed there we 
hopes that one Poiſon might drive out another; y. 
might marry again. 

Im. All the Comfort of my Life is, that I can tell 
my Conſcience, I have been true to Virtue. 

Hil. And to an extravagant Huſband, that cares not a 
Farthing for you, But, come, let's leave this unſeaſon- 
able Talk, and pray give me a little of your Advice. 
What ſhall I do with this Mr. Worthy? Wou'd you ad- 
viie me to make a Huſband of him? 

Am. I am but an ill judge of Men; the only one I 
thought myſelf ſecure of, moit cruelly deceiv'd me. 

Hil. A loſing Gameſter is fitteſt to give Warning: 
W hat d'ye think of him ? 

Am. Better than of any Man I know; I read nothing 
in him but what is {ſome part of a good Man's Character. 

Hil. He's jealous, 

Am. He's a Lover. 

Hil. He taxes me with a Fool 

Am. He wou'd preierve your Reputation; and a 
Fool's Love only ends in the Ruin of it. 

Hil. Methinks he's not handſome. 

Am. He's a Man, Madam. 

Hil. Why then e'en let him make a Woman of me. 

Nar. Pray, Madam, what d'ye think of his Brother? 
[ Smiling. 
Am. I would not think of him, 

Nar. O dear, why, pray ? 

Am. He puts me in mind of a Man too like him; 
one that had Beauty, Wit, and Falſhood ! 

Nar. You have hit ſome part of his Character, I 
muſt confeſs, Madam ; but as to his Truth, I'm fure 
he loves only me. 

An. I don't doubt but he tells you ſo, nay, and ſwears 
t too. 

 Nar. O Lord ! Madam, 1 hope I may without Va- 
nity believe him. - 

An But you will hardly.without Magick, ſecure him 
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Nar. I ſhall uſe no Speils or Charms, but this : 
Face, Madam. * 

Am. And your Fortune, Madam. 

Nar. (Senſeleſs Malice) [Aide] I know he'd marry 
me without a Groac. 

Am. Then he's not the Man I take him for? 

Nar. Why, pray hat do you take him for. 

Am. A wild young Fellow, that loves every thing he ſees. 

Nar. He never lov'd you yet. [ Peewifhly, 

Am. I hope, Madam, he never ſaw any thing in me 
to encourage him. 

Nar. In my Conſcience you are in the right on't, 
Madam ; I dare ſwear he never did, nor &er wou'd, 
tho” he gazed till Doom's-day. 

Am. 1 hope, Madam, your Charms will prevent his 
putting himielf to the trial, and I wiſh he may never 

Nar. Nay, dear Madam, no more railing at him, 
unleis you wou'd have me believe you love him. 1 

Hil. Indeed, Ladies, you are both in the wrong: | 
Yov, Couſin, in being angry at what you deſir'd, her 
Opinion of your Lover; and you, Madam, for ſpeak- | 
ing I'ruth againſt the Man ſhe re{olves to love. 

Mar. Love him! Prithee, Couſin, no more of that 
old Stuff. 

Hi. Stuff! Why, don't you own you are to marry 
him this Week ?—Here he comes, I ſuppoſe you'll tell 
bim another thing in his Ear. 

| Enter Young Worthy. 

Hil. Mr. Worthy, your Servant! you look with the! 
Face of Buſineſs : What's the News pray? 

Y. Wor. Faith, Madam, I have News for you all, 
and private News too; but that of the greateſt Conſe. 
quence, is with this Lacy. Your Pardon, Ladies; Þ ll * 
whiiper with you all, one after another. ; \ 

Nar. Come, Couſin, will you walk ? the Gentleman 
bas Buſfireſs; we ſhall interrupt kim. 

Hil. Why really, Coutin, ; den't fay poſitively you 
love Mr. }72rthy, but, I vow.this looks very like FR f 

| Mar. Ptk l Lord! Hillaria, you are in a very : 
0 Humour to-day. But to let you ſee I have no ſuch 
weak Thoughts about me, I'll wait as unconcern'd as 

your ſelf; (Vil rattle hun.) > | 
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Am. Not unpleaſing, ſay you? Pray, Sir, unfold your 
ſelf, for I have long deſpair'd of welcome News. 

Y. Wor. Then, in a word, Madam, your Huſband, Mr. 
Loveleſs, is in Town, and has been theſe three Days; I 
parted with him an hour ago. 

Am. In Town ! you amaze me! for IIeav'ns fake go on. 

Y. Wer. Faith, Madam, conſidering /taly, and thoſe 
Parts have furniſhed him with nothing but an Improve- 
ment of that Lewdneſs he carry'd over, I can't proper- 
ly give you Joy of his Arrival: Beſides, he is ſo very 
poor, that you wou'd take him for an Inhabitant of that 
Country. And when I confirm'd your being dead, he 
only ſhook his head, and call'd you good- natur' d Fool, 
or to that effect; nay, tho' I told him his Unkindnets 
broke your Heart. 

Am. Barbarous Man! not ſhed a Tear upon my 
Grave? But why did you tell him I was dead ? 

Y. Wor. Becauſe, Madam, I thought you had no mind 
to have your Houle plunder'd ; and tor another Reaſon, 
which it you dare liſten to me, perhaps you'll not diſ- 
like: In a word, 'tis {uch a Stratagem, that will either 
make him aſham'd of his Folly, or in love with your 
Virtue. 

Am. Can there be a Hope, when e'en my Death 
cou'd not move him to a relenting Sigh? Yet, pray in- 
ſtrut me, Sir. 

Y. Wor. You know, Madam, 'twas not above four or 
five Months after you were marry'd, but (as molt young 
Huſbands do) he grew weary of you: Now, I am 
conhdent, twas more an Aﬀectation of being ſaſhion- 
ably Vicious, than any reaſonable diſlike he cou'd either 
find in your Mind or Perſon: Therefore, cou'd you, 
by ſome Artifice, paſs upon him as a new Miftrefs, i am 
apt to believe you wou'd find none of the wonted Cold- 
neſs in his Love, but a younger Heat and fierce Deſire. 

Am. Suppole this done: what would be the Conſe- 


ce ? 
Y. Vor. Oh, your having then a juſt Occaſion to re- 


proach him with his broken Vows, and to let him tee 


the weakneis of his deluded Fancy, which e'en in a 
Wife, while unknown, cou'd find thoſe real Charms, 
which his blird, —— 1 would ne'er al- 

low 
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low her to be Miſtreſs of. After this, I'd have you ſeem 
freely to reſign him to thoſe fancy'd Raptures, which 
he deny'd were in a Virtuous Woman : Who knows 
but this, with a little ſubmiſſive Eloquence, may ſtrike 
him with ſo great a Senſe of Shame, as may reform his 
Thoughts, and fix him yours ? | 

Am. You have reviv'd me, Sir: But how can I aſ- 
ſure myſelfhe'll like me as a Miſtreſs ? 

Y. Wir. From your being a new one Leave the 
Management of all to me ; I have a trick ſhall draw 


him to your Bed; and when he's there, faith, een let 
him cuckold himſelf : I'll engage he likes you as a Mi- 
ſtreſs, though he cou'd not as a Wife. At leaſt, ſhe'll | 


have the Pleaſure of knowing the Difference between 
a Huſband and a Lover, without the Scandal of the 


former. Lide. 
Am. You have oblig'd me, Sir; if I ſucceed, the 


Glory ſhall be yours. 


346 


* 


Y. Mor. I'll wait on you at your Lodging, and con- 


ſult how I may be farther ſerviceable to you: But you 
muſt put this in ſpeedy execution, leſt he ſhould hear of 


* 


you, and prevent your Deſign; in the mean time, tis 


a Secret to all the World but yourſelf and me. 
Am. I'll ſtudy to be grateful, Sir. 
Y. Ver. Now for you, Madam. [To Hillaria. 
Nar. So! I am to be laſt ſerv'd: Very well! | Aide. 
V Hor. My Brother, Madam, confeſſes he ſcatter'd 
ſome rough Words lait Night; and I take the liberty 
to tell you, you gave him ſome Provocation. 


Hil. That may be; but I'm refolv'd to be Miſtreſs of | 


my Actions before Marriage, and no Man ſhall uſurp a 
Power over me, till I give ut him. 

T. Wor. At leaſt, Madam, conſider what he ſaid, as 
the Effects of an impatient Paſſion; and give him leave, 
this Afternoon, to ſet all right _ 

Hil. Well, if I don't fnd myſelf out of order after 
Dinner, prehaps I may ſtep into the Garden: But! 
won't promiſe you neither. 

T. Mer. I dare believe you without it —Now, Ma- 
dam, I am your humble Servant. [To Nar. 

Nar. And every body's humble Servant. [Walks of. 

T. Wir. Why, Madam, I am come go tell you. 


Nar. 


— 
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Nar. What Succeſs you had with that Lady, I ſup- 
poſe :—I don't mind Intrigues, Sir. | 

Y. Wor. I like this Jealouſy, however, tho' I ſcarce 
know how to appeaſe it. "Tis Buſineſs of Moment, 
Madam, and may be done in a Moment. 

Nar. Yours is done with me, Sir ; but my Buſineſs 
is not ſo ſoon done as you imagine. 

V Wor. In a word, I have very near reconcil'd my 
Brother and your Couſin, and I don't doubt but to- 
morrow will be the Day; if I were but as well afſur'd 
of your Conſent for my ang | — tco! 

Nar. Firſt tell me your Diſcourſe with that Lady; 
and afterwards, if you can, look me in the Face. —Oh, 
are you itudying, Sir? 

Y. Wor. 'Sdeath! I muſt not truſt her with it; ſhe'll 
tell it the whole Town for a Secret. —Pox ! ne'er a Lye. 

Nar. You ſaid it was of the greateit Conſequence too. 

Y. Wor. A good Hint, faith. [Aide] Why, Ma- 


dam, ſince you will needs force it trom me, 'twas to 


deſire her to advance my Intereſt with you: But all 


my Intreaties could not prevail ; for ſhe told me, I 
was unworthy of you: was not this of Conſequence, 
Madam ? 

Nar. Nay, now I muſt believe you, Mr. Worthy, 
and I aſk your Pardon; for ſhe was uit railing againit 
you fora Huſband before you came. 

Y. War. Oh! Madam, a favour'd Lover, like a good 
Poem, for the Malice of ſome few, makes the gene 
rous Temper more admire it. 

Nar. Nay, what ſhe ſaid, I muſt confeſs, had much 
the ſame effett, as the Coffee-Criticks ridiculing Prince 
Arthur; for I found a pleaſing Diſappointment in my 
reading you; and till T {ec your Beauties equall'd, I 
ſhan't diſlike you for a few Faults. 

Y. Wor. Then, fince you have bleſt me with your 
good Opinion, let me beg of you, before theſe Ladies. 
to compleat my Happineſs to-morrow. Let this bethe 
laſt Night of your lying alone. 

Nar. What d'ye mean? 

Y. Wor. To marry you to-morrow, Madam. 

Nar. Marry me! Who put that in your Head? 


J. Wor. 
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Y. Wor. Some ſmall Encouragement which my Hopes 
have form'd, Madam. 

Nar. Hopes! Oh, Infolence ! D'ye think I can be 
mov*d to love a Man, to iis, and toy with him, and 
{o forth! 

Y. Wor. I'gad, I find nothing but downright Impu- 
dence will do with her. [d-] No, Madam, 'tis 
the Man muſt kiſs, and toy with you, and io forth 
Come, my dear Angel, pronounce the joyful Word, 
and draw the Scene ot my eternal Happineis. Ah! me- 
thinks Pin there already, eager and impatient of ap- 
8 Blits ! Juſt laid within the Bridal Bed; our 

riends retir'd; the Curtains cloſe drawn around us ; 
no light but Cælia's Eyes; no Noiſe but her ſoſt trem- 
bling Words, and broken Sighs, that plead in vain for 
Mercy. And now a trickling Tear ſteals down her 
glowing Check, which tells the happy Lover at length 
ſhe yields; yet vows ſhe'd rather die. But ſtill ſubmits 
to the unexperienc'd Joy. [ Embracing her. 

Hil. What Raptures, Mr. Worthy ? 

Y. Wor. Only the Force of Love in imagination, 
Madam. 

Nar. O Lord! dear Couſin! and Madam ! let's be 

ne, I vow he grows rude ! Oh, for Heav'ns iake ! I 
ſhan't ſhake off my fright theſe ten Days: O Lord! I 
will not ſtay— Be gone ! for I declare I loath the fight 
of you. [Exit. 

Mor. I hope you'll fland my Friend, Madam. 
_ Hil. Vi get her into the Garden after Dinner. [ Exeuxe. 

Y. Wor. | find there's nothing to be done with my 
Lady before Company; tis a ſtrange affected Piece! — 
But there's no fault in her 1000 /. a Year, and that's 
the Loadſtone that attracts my Heart. The Wiſe 
and Grave may tell us of ſtrange Chimara's called Vir- 
tues in a Woman, and that they alone are the beſt Dow- 
Ty ; * faith, we younger Brothers are of another 
Mind. 

Women are chang'd from what they were of old: £ 


Therefore let Lovers /till this Maxim hold, 
She's only Worth, that brings her Weight in Gold. 
UE xit. 
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ACT 1 


The SCENE a Garden belonging ts Sir 
William Wilewoud*s Houſe. 


Enter Narciſſa, Hillaria, and Sir Novelty Faſhion. 


Hil.” H! for Heav'n's fake! no more of this Gal- 
lantry, Sir Newelty: For I know you ſay the 
ſame to every Woman you {ee. 

Sir Nv. e one that ſees you, Madam, muſt ſay 
the ſame. Your Beauty, like the Rack, forces every 
Beholder to conſeſs his Crime —ef daring to adore you. 

Nar. Oh! I ha'n't Patience to hear all this! If he 
be blind, I'll open his Eyes.—1 vow, Sir Newelty, you 
Men of Amour are ftrange Creatures: You think no 
Woman worth your while, uniels you walk over a Ri- 
val's rum to her Heart: I know nothing has encoura- 
ged your Paſſion to my Coufn more, than her En- 
gagement to Mr. Northy. 

Hil. Poor Creature, now is ſhe angry ſhe ha'n't the 
Addreſs of a F op I nauſeate. [ Jie. 

Sir Nov. Oh! Madam, as to that, I hope the Lady 
will eaſily diſtinguiſh the Sincerity of her Adorers. Tho” 
I muſt allow, Mr. Vorthy is inſinitely the Handſomer 
Perſon ! 

Nar. O! fie, Sir Novelty, make not ſuch a prepoſte- 
rous Compariſon ' | 

Sir Now, Oh! Ged ! Madam, there is no Compariſon ! 

Nar. Pardon me, Sir he's an uupolifh'd Animal! 

Sir Nov. Why does your Ladyſhip really think me 
tolerable ? | | | 

Hil. So! ſhe has ſnapt his Heart already. [Afede. 

Sir Mo. Pray, Madam, how do I look to-day ?— 
What, eurſedly ? Pil warrant; with a more helliſh Com- 
— than a tale Actress in a Xlorning. I don't 

now, Madam: "Tis true —the Town does talk 
of me, indeed ; but the Dev'l take me, in my 
mind, I am a very ugly Fellow! | 

Nar. Now you are too ſevere, Sis Novelty / 


Sir 
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Sir Now. Not I, burn me:—For Heav'n's take deal 
freely with me, Madam; and if you can, tell me 
one tolerable thing about me? 

Hil. Twou'd poſe me, I'm ſure. [ frac. 

Nar. Oh! Sir Novelty, this is unanſwerable; tis 
hard to know the brighteit part of a Diamond. 

Sir Now. You'll make me bluſh, ſtop my Vitals, la- 
dam.—T'gad, I always ſaid ſhe was a Woman of Senle. 
Strike me dumb, I am in love with her. L try 
her farther. [de.] But, Madam, is it poſſible I may 
vie with Mr. Worthy ?—— Not that he is any Rival of 
mine, Madam; for I can aſſure you, my Inclinations 
lie where, perhaps, your Ladyſhiplittle thinks. 

Hil. So! now I am rid of him. 

Sir Now. But pray tell me, Madam ; for I really love 
a ſevere Critick: I am ſure you muſt believe he has a 
more happy Genius in Dreſs: For my part, I am buta 
Sloven. 

Nar. He a Genius! unſufferable! Why, he drefles 
worſe than a Captain of the Militia: but you, Sir No- 
welty, are a True Original, the very Pink of Faſhion ; 
PII warrant you there's not a Milliner in Town but has 
got an Eſtate by you. 

Sir New. I muſt confeſs, Madam, I am for doing 
good to my Country : For you ſee this Suit, Madam. — 

ſuppoſe you are not ignorant what a hard time the 
Ribband-Weavers have had fince the late Mourning: 
Now my Deſign is to ſet the poor Rogues up again, 
by recommending this ſort of Trimming: The Fancy 
is pretty well for ſecond Mourning. By the way, 
Madam, I had fifteen hundred Guineas laid in my 
Hand, as a Gratuity, to encourage it: But, i'gad, I re- 
fus'd 'em, being too well acquainted with the Conſe- 
quence of taking a Bribe in a National Concern ! 

Hil. A very charitable Faſhion, indeed, Sir Nowe/ty ? 
But how if it ſhould nottake ? 

Nar. Ridiculous! Take! I warrant you ina Week 
the whole Town will have it; tho', perhaps, Mr. Wor- 
thy will be one of the laſt of em: He's a meer Valet 
de Chambre to all Faſhion; and never is in any till his 
Betters have left them off, 


Sir 
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Sir New. Nay, Ged, now I muſt 1 ; for the Dev'l 
take me, if I did not meet him, not above a Fortnight 

, in a Coat with Buttons no bigger than Nutmegs. 

Hil. There, I muſt confeſs, you out-do him, Sir Nowelty. 

Sir Now. Oh, Dear Madam, why mine are not above 
three Inches diameter. 

Hil. But, methinks, Sir Nowelty, your Sleeve is a 
little too extravagant. | 

Sir New. Nay, Madam, there you wrong me; mine 
does but juſt reach my Knuckles, but my Lord Over- 
&'s covers his Diamond oy, 

Hil. Nay, I confeſs, the Faſhion may be very uſeful 
to you Gentlemen that make Campaigns; for ſhou'd 
you unfortunately loſe an Arm, or fo, that Sleeve might 
be very convenient to hide the Defect on't. 

Sir Nov. Ha! I think your Ladyſhip's in the right 
on't, Madam. [ Hiding his Hand in his Sleeve. 

Nar. Oh! ſuch an Air ! ſo becoming a Negligence ! 
Upon my Soul, Sir Nowe/ty, you'll be the Envy of the 
Beau Monde. | : 

Hil. Mr. Worthy ! A good Fancy were thrown away up- 
on him! But you, Sir, are an Ornament to your Clothes. 

Sir Nov. Then your Lady ſhip really thinks they are 
— Bien Entendue ! 

Hil. A Merweil, Monſieur. 

Sir Now. She has almoſt as much Wit as her Cou- 
fin. I muſt conteſs, Madam, this Coat has had a 
univerſal Approbation ; for this Morning I had all the 
eminent Taylors about Town at my Levee, earneitly 
petitioning for the firit Meaſure of it : Now, Madam. 
if you thought it would oblige Mr. Worthy, I wou'd let 
his Taylor have it before any of 'em. 

Nar. See here he comes, and the Duce take me, I 
think 'twou'd be a great Piece of Good-Nature ; for I 
declare he looks as rough as a Dutch Corporal. 
Prithee, Sir _— fers laugh at him 

Sir Nov. O Ged ! No, Madam, that were too cruel : 


Why, you know he can't help it.—Let's take no no- 
tice of him. 
Hil. Wretched Coxcomb! [Aide 
Enter Elder Worthy. 
E/. Mer 1 find my Reſolution is but vain, my Feet 
have 
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have brought me hither againſt my Will: But ſure Ican 
command my Tongue, which III bite of cer it ſhall 
ſeek a Reconciliation. Still io familiar there! But 'tis 
no matter, Pl try if I can wear Indifference, and ſeem 
as careleſs in my Love, as ſhe is of her Honour, which 
the can never truly know the worth of, while the per- 
fits to let a Fool thus play with it. Ladies, your 
humble Servant. 
Hil. Now can't I forbear fretting his Spleen a little. 
{ Ade.) Oh! Mr. Worthy, we are admiring Sir Nowel- 
ty, and his new Suit: Did you ever tee ſo tweet a Fan- 
? He is as full of Variety as a good Play. | 
EI. Wor. He's a very pleaſant Comedy, indeed, Ma- 
dam: and dreſt with a great deal of good Satyr, and, 
no doubt, may oblige both the Stage and the Town, 
eſpecially the Ladies. 
Hil. So! There's for me - [ Ade. 
Sir Now. O Ged! Nay, prithee, Tam, you know my 
Humour. — Ladies! Stop my Vitals! I dort believe 
there are five hundred in Town that ever took any no- 
tice of me. 
El. Vor. Oh, Sir, there are ſome hat tale fo much no- 
tice of you, that the Ton tales notice of them forꝰt. 
Hil. It works rarely. [ Aide. 
Sir Nov. How, of them, Tom, upon my Account? 
O Ged, I wou'd not be the ruin of any Lady's Repu- 
tation, for the World. Stop my Vitals! I'm very ſorry 
for't: Prithee, name but one that has a favourable 
Thought of me; and to convince you that I have no 
Deſign upon her, I'll inftantly viſit her in an unpow- 
der'd Periwig. 
El. Nor. Nay, ſhe I mean, is a Woman of Senſe too. 
Sir V. Phoo ! Prithee, Pox, don't banter me! Tis 
impoſſible ! What can ſhe ſee in me ? 
El. Wor. Oh, a thouſand taking Qualities! This La- 
dy will inform you. Come, I'll introduce you. 
[ Pulls him. 
Sir Nov. O Ged, ro! Prithee !— Hark you in your 
Ear! I am off of her! Demme, it I ben't! 1 am, 
ſtop my Vitals ! 
EI. Wor. Wretched Rogue { {fae.] Pſhaw no mat- 
ter; I' reconcile you. Come, Madam. 
Hil. Sir El. Wir. 
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EI Hi,. This Gentleman humbly begs to Kifs your 
Hand. | 

Hil. He needs not your Recommendation, Sir. 

El. Wor. True! a Fool recommends bim elt to vour 
Sex, and that's the reaſon Men of common Senſe live 
un marry'd. : 

H: A Fool without Jealouſy, is better than a Wit 
with (Il Nature. | 

EL. Mor. A Friendly Office, ſceing your Fault is Ill Na- 
ture. 

Hil. Believing more than we have, is pitiful.— Ton 
know I hate this Wretch, loath, and {corn him. 

EJ. Vor. Fools have a ſecret Art ot pleaſing Women 
If he did not delight you, you wou'd not hazard your 
Reputation by encouraging his Love. 

Hil. Dares he wrong my Reputation ? 

EJ. Wor. He need not; the World will do it for him, 
while you keep him Company. 

Hil. I dare anſwer it to the World. 

EI. Vor. Then why not to me ? 

Hit. To ſatisfy you, were a Fondneſs I never ſhould 
forgive myſelt. 

EI. War. To perſiſt in it, id what TU nc'er forgive. 

Hil. Inſolence! Is it come to this? Never lee me more. 

El. Wor. J have loit the fight of you alrcady ; there 
hangs a cloud of Folly bet cen you and the Woman I 
once thought you. 

As Hillaria is going of, enter Young Worthy. 

V. Wor. What to our ſelves in Paſſion ave propoſe 3 

| The Paſſion ccaſiug, does tle Purpoſe loſe. 
Madam, therefore, pray let me engage you to ſtay a lit- 
tle till your Reientment is over, that you may ſee whe- 
ther you have reaſon to be angry, or no. 

Sir Nov. (to Nay.) Pray, Madam, who is that Gen- 
tleman ? 

Nar. Mr. Worthy's Brother, Sir, a Gentleman of no 
mean Parts, I can aſſure you. 

Sir Nov. I don't doubt it, Madam: He has 
a very good Periwig. 

Hil. To be jealous of me with a Fool, is an Affront 
to my Underſtanding. 

. Wir. Tamely torefign your Reputation to the mer- 

cileſs Vanity of a Fool, were no proot of his Love. 
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Hi. Tis 8 my Conduct. 

Y. Mor. 
before his Face. 

Hz:l. The Fool diverted me, and I gave him my Hand, 
as I would lend my xloney, Fan, or Hand kerchief to a Le- 
gerdemain, that I might ſee him play all his Tricks over. 

Y. Mor. O Madam ! no Jugler is ſo deceitful as a Fop ; 
for while you look his Folly in the Face, he ſteals away 
your Reputation with more eaſe than the other picks 
your Pocket. 

Hil. Some Fools indeed are dangerous. 

Y. Mor. I grant you, your Deſign is only to laugh at 
him; but that's more than he finds out: Therefore you 
maſt expect he will tell the World another Story; and 
tis ten to one but the Conſequence makes you repent of 
your Curioſity. 


Hil. You ipeak like an Oracle : I tremble at the 
Thoughts on't. 

Y. War. Here's one ſhall reconcile your Fears: 
Brother, I have done your Buſineſs : Hillaria is con- 
vinc'd of her Indiſcretion, and has a Pardon ready, for 
your aſking it. 

E. Hor. She's the Criminal; I have no occaſion for it. 

Y. Wor. See, ſhe comes toward you; give her a civil 
Word at leaſt. | 

Hil. Mr. Worthy, I'll not be behind-hand in the Ac- 
knowledgement I owe you: I freely confeſs my Folly, 
and forgive your harſh Conſtruction of it: Nay, I'll not 
condemn your want of Good-Nature, in not endeavour- 
ing, (as your Brother has done) by mild Arguments to 
convince me of my Error. 

El. Vor. Now you vanquiſh me! I bluſh to be out- 
done in generous E I am your Slave, diſpoſe of me 
as you pleaſe. | 

Hil. No more; from this Hour be you the Maſter of 
my Actions, and my Heart. 

E. Wir. This Goodneſs gives you the Power, and I 
obey with Pleaſure. | 

T. Wir. So! I find I ha'n't preach'd to no purpoſe. 
Well, Madam, if you find him guilty of Love, &en let 
to-morrow be his Execution-Day ; make a Huſband of 
him, and there's theextent of Love's Law, 4 


hy, you let him kiſs your Hand laſt Night ; 
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El. Wor. Brother, lam indebted to you. 

Y. Hor. Well, I'll give you a Diſcharge, if you'll but 
leave me half an hour in private with that Lady. 

Hil. How will you ge: rid of Sir Nowelty ? 

Y. Wor. I'll warrant you ; leave him to me. | 

Hil. Come, Mr. Werth;, as we walk, I'll inform you 
how I intend to ſacrifice that Wretch to your Laughter. 

EI. Wor. Not, Niadam, that I want Revenge on ſo 
contemptible a Creature : But, I think, you owe this Ju- 
ſtice to your ſelf, to let him ſee (if poſhble) you never 
took. him for any other than what he really is. 

V. Wor. Well! Pox of your Politicks : Prithee con- 
ſult of 'em within. 

Hill We'll obey you, Sir. — 

[Exeunt Elder Worthy and Hillaria. 

V. Wor. Pray, Madam, give me leave to beg a Word 
in private with you. Sir, it you pleaſe. 

[To Sir Novelty, who is taking Snuff. 

Sir Nov. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart. 

J. Vor. Sir. 

Sir Now. Nay, ' tis right, I'll aſſure you. [Ofering bis Box. 

Y. Wor. Ay, Sir but now the Lady wou'd be alone. 

Sir Nov. Sir! 

Y. Wor. The Lady wou'd be alone, Sir. 

Sir Naw. I don't hear her fay any ſuch thing. 

Y. Vor. Then I tell you fo, and I wou'd adviſe you 
to believe me. 

Sir Now. I ſhall not take your Advice, Sir: but it 
you really tl. ink the Lady wou'd be alone, why 
you had beſt leave her. 

Y. Nor. In ſhort, Sir, your Company is very unſea- 
ſonable at preſent, 

Sir Now. I can tell you, Sir, if you have no more Wit 
than Manners, the Lady will be but ſcurvily enter:ain'd. 

Nar. Oh, ke, Gentlemen; noquarrelling before a Wo- 
man, I beſeech you. Pray let me know the Buſineſs ? 

Sir Now. My Buſineſs is Love, Madam. 

Nar. And yours, Sir ! DEW 

Y. Wor. What, I hope, you are no Stranger to, Ma- 
dam ? As for thu: Spark, younced take no care of him ; 
1 if he ſtays much longer, I will do his Buſineſs my 
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Nar. Well, I vow, Love's a plea'ant thing, when the 
Men come to cutting of "Threats once. O Gad! I'd 
fain have them fight a little —Merhinks, *.arc7{/a wou'd 
ſound fo great in an expiring Lover's mouth— Well, 
I am reſolved Sir Nowe/ty ſhall not go yet; for I will 
have the pleaſure of hearing my ſelf prais'd a little, tho 
don't marry this Month for't Come, Gentlemen, 
ſince you both {ay Love's your Bufineſs, e'en plead for 
yourſelves ; and he that ſpeaks the greateit Paſſion, ſhall 
have the faireſt Return. 

. Vor. Oh, the Dev'l! now is ſhe wrapt with the 
hopes of a little Flattery : There's no Remedy but Pa- 
tience. Sdeath! What a Piece have I to work upon? 

Nar. Come, Gentlemen, one at a time. Sir Novelty, 
what have you to ſay me ? 

Sir New. In the firſt place, Madam, I was the firſt Per- 
ſon in Erglard chat was complimented with the Name 
of Beau, which is a Title I prefer before Right Ho- 
nourable : For that may be innerited; but this I extort- 
ed from the whcle Nation, by my ſurpriſing Mien, and 
unexampled Ga!lantry. 

Nar. So, Sir ! 

Sir New. Then another thing, iadam: It bas been 
obſerved, that I have been eminently ſucceſsful in thoſe 
Faſhions I have recommended to the Town; and I don't 
_—_ but this very Suit will faite as many Ribband- 

eavers, as ever the clipping or melting Trade did 
Goldimiths. 

Nar. Piſh ! What does the Fool mean? he ſays no- 
thing of me yet. | 

Sir Now. In ſhort, Madam, the Cravat-firing, the Gar- 
ter, the Sword-knot, the Centurinc, Bardaſh, the Stein- 


kirk, the large Button, the long Sleeve, the Plume, and 


full 5 were all created, cry'd down, or revived 
by me: Ina word, Madam, there has never been any 


thing particularly taking or agreeable for theſe ten Years * 


paſt, but your humble Servant was the Author of it. 

J. Wor. Where the Devil will this end? 

Nar. This is all extravagant, Sir Novelty : But what 
have you to ſay to me, Sir ? 

Sir Nov. ri come to you preſently, Madam, I have 
juſt done: Then you muſt know, my Coach and Equi- 

_- Page 


ca 290080 HO SK 


ww I et 


The Fool in Faſhion. 33 


ge areas well known as my felt; and ſince the Conve- 
niency of two Play-houfes, I have a better Opportunity 
of ſhewing them: For between every At— Whiſk—l 
am gone from one to th' other: Oh ! what Pleaſure tis, at 
a good Play, to go out before half an A's done! 

Nar. Why at a gocd Play? 

Sir Nov. O! Madam, it looks particular, and gives the 
whole Audience an Opportunity of turning upon me at 
once: Then do they conclude I have ſome extraordinary 
Buſineſs, or a fine Woman to go to at leaſt: And then a- 
gain, it ſhews my Contempt of what the dull Town think 
their chiefeſt Diverſion : But if I do ſtay a Play out, I al- 
ways {:t with mv Back to the Stage. 

Nar. W hy, io Sir? 

Sir Now. Then every body will imagine T have been tir d 
with it beſore; or that | am jealons Who talks to Who in 
the King's Box. And thus, Madam, do I take more pains 
to preſerve a publick Reputaticn, than ever any Lady 
took, after the Small-Pox, to 1-cover her Complexion. 

Nar. Well, but to the Point: What have you to ſay 
to me, Sir Newalt; 4 

T. Wor. Now aces ſhe expect ſome Compliment fhall 
out-flatter her Glas. 

Sir Now. To you, Madam *-— Why, I have been ſay- 
ing all this ro you. 

Nar. To what End, Sir? 

Sir New. Why, ail this I have done for your ſake. 

Nar. What Kindneſs is it to me ? 

Sir Now. Why, NMladam, don't you think it more Glory 
to be beloved by one eminently particular Perſon, whom 
all the Town knows and taiks of ; than to be ador'd by 
five hundred dull Souls that have lived incognito ? 

Nar. That, I mutt conteſs, is a prevailing Argument: 
but till you ha'n't told me, why you love me. | 

T. Wor. That's a Taſk, he has left for me, Madam. 

Sir Nov. Tis a Province I never undertake, I muſt 
confeſs ; I think 'tis ſufficient, if I tell a Lady why ſhe 
ſhou'd love me. 

Nar. Hang him! he's too conceited ; he's fo in love 
with himſelf, he won't allow a Woman the bare Comfort 
of a cold Compliment,m——— ct, Mr. Vorthy. 
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I. Wor. Why, Madam,lI have obſerved ſeveral parucu 
lar Qualities in your Lady ſhip, that I have perfectly ador'd 
ou for ; as, the majeſtick Lots of your} 
ead ;—your obliging bow-Court'ſy ;— 
your ſatyrical Smile; — your bluthing | What he 
ugh ;—your demure Look ;—the care- ( ſpeaks, he 
lefs Tie of your Hood ;—the genteel Flirt { imitates in 
of your Fan ;—the deſign'd Accident in | dumb hex. 
your letting fall, and your agreeable manner 
of receiving it from him that takes it up. 
[ They both - £4 to take up her Fan; and in fer . 
Y. Worthy puſbes Sir Novelty on his Back. 
Sir Nov. ( adjuſting himſclf.) J hope your Ladyſhip 
will excuſe my Diſorder, Madam. how now ! 
Enter a Footman to Sir Novelty. 
Foot. Oh, Sir! Mrs. Flareit 
Sir Nov. Ha! ſpeak lower: What of her? 
Foot. By ſome unlucky Accident has diſcover'd your 
being here, and raves like a mad Woman : She's at your 


| 
| 


| 


Lodging, Sir, and had broke you above forty Pounds worth + 
of China before I came au ay; ſhe talk'd ot following you 


hither ; and if you don't make haſte, I'm afraid will be 
here, before you can get through the Houſe, Sir. 

Sir Nov. This Woman's certainly the Devil ; her Jea- 
louſy is implacable; I muſt get rid of her, tho' I give her 
more for a ſeparate Maintenance, than her Conſcience de- 
manded for a Settlement betore Enjoyment. See the 
Coach ready; and if you meet her, beſure you ſtop her 
with ſome pretended Buſineſs, till I'm got away from 
hence. —— Madam, I aſk your Ladyſhip ten thouſand 
Pardons : there's a Perſon ot Quality expects me at my 
Lodging, upon extraordinary Buſineſs. 

Nar. What will you leave us, Sir Newelty ? 

Sir Nov. As unwillingly as the Soulthe Body ; but this 
is an ĩrreſiſtable Occaſion Madam, your molt devoted 
Slave.— Sir, your moſt humble Servant. —Madam, I 
kiſs your Hand. —O Ged, no farther, dear Sir, upon my 
Soul I won't ſtir it you do. — . 

| [Y. Worthy /ees him tothe Deur. 
[Exit Sir Nov. 

Y. Wor. Nay then, Sir, your humble Servant. So! 

this was a lucky Deliverance. | 


Nar. 
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Naur, | overheard the Buſineſs.Vou fee, Mr. 77 , 
a Man mutt be a Slave to a Miſtreſs ſometimes, as Wella a 
Wite; yet all can't perſuade your Sex to a favourable Opt - 
nion of poor Marriage. 

Y. Wor. I long, Madam, for an Opportunity to convince 


you of your Error ; and therefore give me leave to hope 


to-morrow you will tree me from the pain of tarther EX 
pectation, and make a Huſband of me.—Come, PU —_ 
your Bluſhes, and belicve I have already nam'd the Day. 

Nar. Had not we better conſider a little? 

J. Wor. No, let's avoid Conſideration, 'tis an Enemy 
both to Love and Courage: 'I'bey that coniider much, live 
to be old Batcheldors, and young Figliccrs. No! no! we 
ſhall have time enough to conlider ater Marriage, But 
why are you fo ſerious, Madam? 

Nar. Not but I do con ent to- morrow ſhall be the Day, 
Mr. Worthy; but I'm atraid you have not lov'd me lon 
enough to make our XIarriage be che Town-ia:k : For 
tis the Faſhion now to be the Town talk; ani! vou know, 
one had as good be out of the World, a 0utot tile Fallon, 

Y. Vor. I don't know, Madam, wia you ca Town- 
talk; but it has been in the News- Letter: abe a Fort- 
night ago, that we were alreay mastied. Beate, the laſt 
Song J made of you, has been fang at the hTutck-eer- 
ing: and you may imovginc, Nam, took en little care 
to let the Ladies and the Beaux know with 'tiyi madd on. 

ar. Well, and what ſald the Lads: ? 

F. Wor. What was man ob{ervable, Ndam, was; that 
while it was ſinging, my Lady 1aniie vent out in a 
great Patton. 

Jar. Poor jealous Animal! On my Conſcience, that cha- 
ritable Creature has ſuch a Fund vi kind Compliance for 
all young Fellows, V hoſe Love lies dead upon their Hands, 
tat ſhe has been as great a Hindrance to us 1 irtueas, Wa- 
men, as ever the Bank ol EAHiiu,ma was to the City Gold- 
imiths, 

| V Hor. The Reaſon of that, is, Madam, becauſe your 
virtuous Ladies pay no Intereſt : I mult confeſs the Frin- 
cipal, our Health, is a little ſecurer with you. © 

Var. Well; and is not that an Advantage worth en- 
wing into Bonds for? not but I vow, we virtuous Devil, 
do love to inſult a little; and to fay truth, it loc le to 

C | credulous 
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credulous and eaſy in a Woman, to encourage a Man be 


fore he has ſigh'd himſelf to a Skeleton. 

Y. Ver. But Heaven be thank'd, we are pretty even 
with you in the end ; for the longer you hold 
fore Marriage, the ſooner we fall off after it. 


Nar. What, then you take Marriage to be a kind of 
Jeſuit's Powder, that infallibly cures the Fever of Love“ 

Y. Wor.” Tis indeed a ſeſuit's Powder, for the Prieſts fir 
invented it; and only abitamed from it, becauie they kney; 
it had a bitter Taſte ; then gilded it over with 1 


Bleſſing, and fo palm'd it upon the unthinking Laity. 
Nar. Prithee don't {crew your Wit beyond the com- 
aſs of good Manners.—D'ye ye think I ſhall be tun'd to 
ſatrimony by your railing againſt it? If you have ſo lit. 
tle Stomach to it, Ill e'en make you faſt a Weck longer. 
V. Wor. Ay, but let me tell you, Madam, tis no Policy 
to keep a Loverat a thin Diet, in hopes to raile his Ap- 
petite on the Wedding-Night ; for then 
We come like ſtarving Beggars to a Feaſt, 
Where, unconfin'd, abe feed with cager haſte, 
Till each repeated Morſel palls the Taſte. 
Marriage gives Prodigals a boundleſs Treaſure, 


Who ſquander that, wchich might be laſting Pleaſure ; 
And Women think they ne er have Over-meaſure. | 

? 

A. | 

e SCENE Sir William Wiſewoud's lll. 


Enter Amanda 2nd Hillaria, mecting. 
Am. Y Dear, I ] ave news for you. 


Hil. I gue'sat it, and fain wou'd be ſatis 
fi--1 of the x articulars: Your Huſband is return'd, and, 
hear, knows nothing of your being alive: Young wh 


has told me of your Deſign upon him. 
Am.*Tis that I wanted your Advice in: What think 
you of it? | 
Hil. Ol T almire it: Next to forgetting your Huſband, 


Us the bell Counſel waz ever given you; for under the 
| Diſguite 
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Diſguiſe of a Miſtreſs, you may now take a fair Advan- 
tage of indulging your Love; and the little Experience 
you have had ot it already, has been juſt enough not to 
let you be atraid of a Man. 

Am. Will you never leave your mad Humour ? 

Hil. Not till my Youth leaves me : why ſhould Wo- 
men affect ignorance among themſelves? When we con- 
verſe with Men, indeed, Modeity and good Bieeding ob- 
lige us not to unde rſtand what, ſometimes, we can't help 
thinking of. 

Am. Nay, I don't think the worſe of you for what 
you ſay: For is obſerv'd, that a bragging Lover, and 
an over-ſhy Lady, are the fartheit from hat they would 
ſeem ; the one is as ſeldom known to receive a Favour, 
as the other to reſiſt an Opportunity. 

H. J. Moſt Women have a wrong Senſe of Modeſty, as 
ſome Men of Courage; if you don't fight with all you 
meet, or run from all you ſee, you are preicntly tloughr 
a Coward, or an ill Woman. 

Am. You fay true; and tis a> hard a matter, now 2- 
days, for a Woman to know how :o converie with en, 
as for a Man to know when to draw his Sword: oer ma- 
ny times both Sexes are apt to over-act their Paits, Fo 
me the Rules of Virtue have been ever ſacred ; and Iam 
loth to break em by an unadviſed Undertakirg: There- 
fore, dear Hi//aria, help me, for Iain at a .- Can 
| juſtify, think you, my intended Deſign upon my IIuſ- 
band ? 

Hil. As how, prithee ? 

Am. Why, if 1 court and conquer him as 2 Miftreſ;, 
am net I acceſſary to his violating the Bonds of Marriage ? 
For tho” I'm his Wife, yet while he loves me not as ſuch, 
I encourage an unlawful Paſtion ; and tho' the Act be tate, 
yet his Intent is criminal: How can I anſwer this? 

Eil. Very eafily ; for if he don't intrigue with you, he 
will with ſome body elſe in the mean time, and I think 
vou have 25 much Right to his Remains as any one. 

Am. Ay! but I am aſſured, the Love he will pretend 
to me is vicious: And 'ts uncertain that I ſhall prevent 
his doing worle clicwhere. | 

Hi“. Pis true, a certain Ill ought not to he dere for 
an uncertain Good. But then again, of ty Evi, chute 
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the leaſt; and ſure 'tis leſs criminal to let him love youg! 
a Miſtreſs, than to let him hate you as a Wife. If you 
{ucceed, I ſuppoſe you will cafily forgive your Guilt in 
the Undertaking. 

Am. To ſay truth, I find no Argument yet ſtrong e- 
nough to conquer my Inclination to it. But is there no 
Danger, think you, of his knowing me? 

Hi. Not the leaſt, in my Opinion: In the firſt place, 
he confidently believes you are dead: Then he has not 
ſeen you thele eight or ten Years: Beſides, you were not 
above ſixteen when he left you: This, with the Altera-! 
tion the Small-Pox have made in you, (tho' not for the 
worſe) I think, are ſufficient Diiguiſes to ſecure you from 
his Knowledge. 

An. Nay, and to this I may add, the conſiderable A- 
mendment of my Fortune; tor when he left me, I had 
only my bare Jointure for a Subſiſtence: Beſide my ſtrange 
manner of receiving him—— 

Fil. Jhat's what I wou'd fain be acquainted with. | 

Am. I expe& tarther Inſtructions from Mr. I r | 

| 


0" 


every Moment; then you ſhall know all, my Dear. 
Hil. Nay, he will do you no ſmall Service: For a Thief 
is the beit T hict-catcher. 
Tuler a Servant ta Amanda. | 
Ser. Madam, your Servant is below, who ſays young 


Mr. VHorthy's Man waits at your Lodgings with earnett | 


B.tineſs from his Nlaſter. 
Am. Tis well. Come, my Dear, I muſt have your 
Atance too. 


8 


Hil. With all my heart, I love to be at the bottom of 
a Sc cret: For they fay, the Conſidant of any Amour, has 
ſometimes more Plcaiure in the Obſervation, than the 
Parties cencern'd in the Enjoyment: But, methin|s, you 
don't look with a good Heart upon tne Butineis. , 
Arr. | can't help a little Concern in a Buſineſs of ſuch | 
moment: For tho' my Reaton tells me my Deſign mult | 
proſper, yet my Fears ſay 'twere Happineſs too great. | 
Oh! to reclaim the Man I'm bound by Ic aven to love, to 
expole tie Polly of a roving Mind, in pleaſing him with 
what he te:m'.! to loath, were ſuch a tweet Revenge fer 
fighted Love, ſo vali a Triumph of rewarded Conſtancy, 
as 
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2s might perſuade the looſer part ot Womankin ev'n to 
forſake themſelves, and fall in love with Virtue. 
Re enter the Servant to Hillaria. 

Serv. Sir Novelty Faſbis is below in his Coach, \ſadam, 
and enquires for your Lady!::p, or Madam Nara. 

Hil. You know my Coutin is gone out With my Lady 
Tattle-tongue : J hope you did not tell him | was within! 

Serv. No, Mavam, 1 did not know if your Ladvihiy 
wou'd be ſpoke with, and therefore came to lee. 

Hil. Then tell Lim I went with her. 

Serv. I fliall, Madam. [Exit Servant 

Hil. V ou mult I:now, my Dear, I hace nt ty that 
Fury, Mfrs. Flariit, whom this Sir Pointe; ech, an.! 
have ung her to ſome purpoſe with an avcovnt ot! 
Paſſion for my Coutin : 1 ow'd him a Ortel, tor thin: 
he made between Mr. vr. an me, and | hovo tun] ; 
louſy will ſeverely revenge it; therefore U ſent my Conn 
out of the wav, becauic, unknown to her, ler Name i. 
at the bottom vi 213 Deion oe WWE le cemes: rich, 75 
my Dear, let's go down tl. Ecle-ſtairs, and tale Coach 
from the Garden. Leun: Am. a Fill. 

Re-enter tile Servant, cndudlinz Sir NOV. 

Sir Nov. Both the Ladies abroad, ſay you? Is Sir Hil- 
liam within ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir; if you pleaſe to walk in, III acquaint 
him that you expect him here. 

Sir New. Do io, prithee; —and in the mean time let 
me conſider what I have to fay to him. —Hold ! In the 
firſt place, his Daughter is in love with me! Wou'd | 
marry her? Noh! Demm it, tis mechanical to marry 
the Woman you love; Men of Quality ſhou'd always marry 
thoſe they never aw. But I hear JD, rtr marrics 
her to-morrow ! wilich if I prevent not, will ſpoil my 
Deſign upon her. Let me lee! I have it II 
perſuade the o'd Fellow, that I wou'd marry her mylelt ! 
upon which ſhe immediately rejects Young Worthy, and 
gives me free acc: to her! Good ! What follows upon 
that ? Opportunity, Importunity, Reſiſtance, Force, En- 
treaty, Perfilting !-— Doubting, Sweariug, Lying, — 
Bluſhes, Vielding, Victory, Pleaſure!=—InCifcrence:— 
O! here he comes in ordine 44 
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Enter Sir William Wiſewoud. 


Sir TI. Sir Novelty, your Servant: Have you any ' 


Commands for me, Sir ? 


Sir Now. I haveſome Propoſals to make, Sir, concern- | 


ing ycur Happineſs and my own, which, perhaps, will 
{urprize you. In a word, Sir, I am upon the very brink 
of \ſatrimony. 


Sir I}7/. Tis the beſt thing you can purſue, Sir, con- | 
* 
; 


1 lay e me into a crime I wou'd avoid, Which 


ſidering you have a good Ellate. | 
Sir Nov. But whom do you think I intend to marry? 
Sir Vi. I can't imagine. Dear Sir, be brief, leſt your | 


myatience. Sir, pray go on. 
ir Aow. In fine, Sir, 'tis to y our very Daughter, the 
fair Newer fa. 
Sir ; „ Flumh ! Pray, Sir, how long have you had 
tilis in your Head ? 


Sir e. Above theſe two Hours, Sir. 
ur! ri V cry good! then you ha'n't ſlept upon't? 
Sir. No. No F nor ſha'n't lleep, tor thinking on't. 


Du! net 1 cl you LI wou'd furprize you? 


vir 77777, O! you have indeed, Sir: I am amaz d! 


1: 2 nm fem 

dir Now. Well, Sir, and what think you of my Pro- 
0 a! ? 

Sir Nil. Why truly, Sir, Ilike it not: but if ] did, 
tis now too late; my Daughter is dipos'd of to a Gen- 
tleman that ſhe and I like very well : At preſent, Sir, [ 
have a little Buſineſs ; it this be all, your humble Ser- 
vant, I am in hate. 


— 
. 


f 


| 
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Zir N. Demmel! what an inſenſibleBlockhead's this? 


Hold, Sir, Dye hear? [5 this ail the Acknowledg- 
ment vou make, for the Hcnour I deſign d you ? 


Sir Fil. W hy truly, Sir, 'tis an Honour that I am not 


ambitious of: In plain terns, I do not like you for | 


Soun-in-Law. 
Sir a v Now you ſpeak to the Purpoſe, Sir: But pri- 
thee, hat are thy Exceptions to me:? 


Sir 7“. \\ hy, in the firſt place, Sir, you have too great | 


a Paſſion for q cur on Perſon, to have any for your Wife: 
In the next place, you rake ſuch an extravagant Care in 

the cluthing your Bedy, that your Underſtanding goes r 
2 nake 
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naked for't: Had I a Son fo dreſs'd, I ſhou'd take the 
liberty to call him an egregious Fop. 

Sir Now. TI'gad, thou art a comical old Gentleman, 
and I'll tell thee a Secret: Underſtand then, Sir, from 
me, that all young Fellows hate the name of Fop, a5 
Women do the name of Whore ; but, i'gad, they both 
love the pleaſure of being to: Nay, faith, and "ws as 
hard a matter {or ſome Men to be Fops, as you call 'em, 
as tis for ſome Women to be Whores. 

Sir W:]. That's pleaſant, i'faith. Can't any Man be 3 
Fop, or any Woman be a Whore, that has a mind tobt? 

Sir Nov. No, faith, Sir; for let me tell you, tis not 
the Coldneſs of my Lady Free/ave's Inclination, but her 
Age and Wrinkles that won't let her cuckold her Hut- 
band. And again, tis not Sir Tou Hon dlol's averſion 
to Dreſs; but his want of a fertile Genius, that won't 
let him look like a Gentleman: Therefore in V indica 
tion of all well-dreſs'd Gentlemen, I intend to write a 
Play, where my chiefeſt Character ſliall be a 492-1 iphe 
Engliſh Booby, that affects to be a Beau, without cither 
Genius or foreign Education, and to call it, in Imitation 
of another famous Comedy, He Mud if he Cou'd: And 
now, I think, you are anſwer'd, Sir. IIave you any 
Exceptions to my Birth or Family, pray Sir ? 

Sir Wil. Yes, Sir, I have; you ſeem to be the Off- 
ſpring of more than one Man's Labour; tor certainly no 
leſs than a Dancing, Singing, and Fencing-Maiter, with 
a Taylor, Milliner, 9 Peruque-Maker, and a 
FrenchV alet d Chambre, cou'd be at the begetting of you. 

Sir New. All theſe have bcen at the finiſhing of nie 
fince I was made. 

Sir Wil. That is, Heaven made you a Man, and they 


have made a Alontter of you: And fo farewel to ye ! 


; [L going. 

Sir Nev. Hark ye, Sir; am I to expect no farther” 
Satisfaction in the Propoſals I made you? 

Sir Wil. Sir, —nothing makes a Man loſe himſelf like 
Paſſion: Now I preſume you are young, and conſe- 
quently raſh upon a Diſappointment ; therefore to pre- 
vent any Difference that may ariſe by repeating my re- 
fuſal of your Suit, I do not think it convenient to hold 
any farther Diſcourſe with you. 

C 4 Jir 


42 Lovr's Laſt Shift; or, 

Sir N. Nay, faith, thou ſhalt ſtay to hear a little more 
ef my Mind firlt. 

Sir I. Since you preſs me, Sir, 1 will rather bear 
with, than reſiſt you. | 

Sir New. I doubt, old Gentleman, you have ſuch 2 
Torrent of Phi! olophy running thro' your Pericranium, 

wat it bas watl's your Brains away. 

vir Will. Pray, Sir, why do you think ſo? 

Sir Nov. Becauſe you chuſe a beggarly, unaccountable | 
wort of Younger-brotheriſh Rake-hell for your Son- in-law, 
helore a Man of Quality, Eſtate, good Parts and Breed- 
lag. Demme. 

vir Hf if. Fruly, Sir, I know neither of the Perſons to 
wh om theie Characters belong; if you pleaſe to write 
air Names under 'em, perhaps I may te el you if they 
ws Uke or no. | 

vir Nov. Why then, in ſhort, I wou'd have been your 
yon-in-law ; and you, it ſeems, prefer Young H orthy be- 


| 


— 4 4 i 


tore me. Now are your Eyes open? 
: Wil. Had I been blind, Sir, you might have been 
Tm, Lon-in-law; and if you were not blind, you wou'd ; 


wt Kl think that I deſign my Daughter for Young North 
II Brother, I think, may deſerve her. 

Sir Nov. Then you are not jealous of Nung North? | 
Limb! 

Sir Nil. No, really, Sir, nor of you neither. ; 
Sir Nr. Give me thy Hand: Thou art very happy. 
flop my V itals ! for thou do'lt not fee thou art blind: Not 
ica.cus of Young Worthy ? Ha! ha! How now! | 

Enter Sir "Novelty s Servant, with a Porter. | 

Serv. Sir, here's a Porter with a Letter for your Ho- 
nour. 

Porter. I was order'd to give it into your own Hand, 
Sir, and expect an Aniwer. 

Sir Nv. reads.] Exc»/e, my dear Sir Novelty, the forc'd 
Indifference I have ſheaun you, and lit me recompence your 
fajl Sufferiugs with an Hours Converſation, after the Play, 
at Ro; amond' s Pond, auhere you will find an hearty W 41 
come fo the Arms of your Narciſſa Une xpected Hap- 
pineſs! The Arms of your Nar ci Þ gad, and when | 
am there, il make myſelf welcome. Faith, I did not 
think ihe was lo far gone neither! But I don't * 
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there are five hundred more in her Condition.— I have a 
mind not to go, faith ! Yet, hang it, I will; tho', 
only to be reveng'd of this old Fellow! Nay, I'II have the 
pleaſure of making it publick tco: For [ will give her 
the Muſick, and draw all the 'Town to be Witnets of my 
Triumph! Where is the Lady ?— [To the Porter. 
Porter. Ina Hackney-Coach at the corner of the Strect. 
Sir Now. Enough; tell her I will certainly be there.— 
[Exit Porter.] Well, old Gentleman! then you are re- 
ſolv'd I ſhall be no kin to you? Your Daughter is diſ- 
poſed of: Humbh ! 

Sir Wil. You have your Anſwer, Sir; you ſhall be no 
kin to me. | 

Sir Now. Farewel, old Philoſophy : And d'ye hear, I 
wou'd adviſe you to ſtudy nothing but the Art of Pati- 
ence: You may have an unexpected Occaſion tor it. Hark 
you! wouw'd not it nettle you damnably, to hear my Son 
call you Grandfather ? 

Sir Wil. Sir, —notwithilanding this Provocation, I am 
calm; but were I like other Men, a Slave to Paſſion, 1 
ſhou'd not forbear calling you Impertinent ! How I ſwell 
with riſing Vexation! Leave me, leave me ; go, Sir, 
go, get you out of my Houle. [ irgrily. 

Sir Nov. Oh! have a care of Paſſion, dear Diogenes 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Wil. So! [Sighing.] At laſt I have conquer'd it: 
Pray, Sir, oblige me with your Abſence, [taking , bis 
Hat.) I proteit J am tired with you; pray leave my 
Houle. [ Subm iffivel;. 

Sir Nav. Demn your Houie, your Family, your An- 
ceſtors, your Generation, and your eternal Polterity.[ F xzr. 

Sir Wil. Ah!—A fair Riddance; how I bless mylelf, 
that it was not in this Fuel's power to provoke me beyond 
that Serenity of Temper which a wile Man ought to be 
Maſter of : How near are Men to Brutes, when their un- 
ruly Paſhons break the Bounds of Keaton? And of all 
Paſſions, Anger is the molt violent; which often put 
me in mind of that admirable Lay ing. 

He that ftri vt not t9 fem his Anps, * Fier. 

Dees a mad Horſe wwiihout a Br {dic . 


44 Love's Laft Shift; or, 
The SCENE changes to St. James's Park. 


Enter Young Worthy and Loveleſs, as from the Ta- 

dern; Snap following. 

Y. Wor. What a ſweet Evening 'tis ?—Prithee, Ned, 
let's walk a little Look how lovingly the Trees are 
join'd, ſince thou wer't here, as if Nature had defign'd 
this Walk for the private Shelter of forbidden Love. 
[Several crofſing the Stage.) Look, here are ſome for 
mal:ing uſe of the Conveniency. 

Lowe. But, hark ye, Friend, are the Women as tame 
and civil as they were betore I left the Town? Canthey 
endure the Smell of Tobacco, or vouchſafe a Man a 
Word with a dirty Cravat on ? 

Y. Wor. Ay, that they will; for Keeping is almoſt 
out of Faſhion : So that now an honeſt Fellow, with a 
22 Back, need not fcar a Night's Lodging for 

gecd Fellowſhip. 

Love. If Whoring be ſo poorly encourag'd, methinks 
the Women ſhou'd turn honeft in their own Defence. 

Y. Wor. Faith, I don't find there's a Whore the leſs for 
it; the pleaſure cf Fornication is ſtill the fame; all the 
difference is, Lewdneſs is not ſo barefac'd as heretofore... 
Virtue is as much debaſed as our Moncy ; for Maiden- 
heads are as ſcarce as our mild Half-crowns ; and faith, 
Dei Gratia is as hard to be found in a Girl of Sixteen, 
as round the Brims of an old Shilling. 

Love. Well,I find, in ſpight of Law and Duty, the Fleſh 
will get the better of the Spirit. But I ſee no Game yet.— 
Prithee, Will, let's go and take t'other Bumper toenliven 
Aſſurance, that we may come down-right to the Buſineſs. 

Vor. No, no; what we have in our Bellies already, 
by the help of a little freſh Air, will ſoon be in our Peri- 
craniums, and work us to a right pitch to taſte the Plea- 
ſures of the Night. | 

Lov. The Day, thou mean'ſt; my Day always breaks 
at S in- ſet. We wile Fellows, that know the Uſe of Life, 
know too that the Moon lights Men to more Pleaſures 
than the Sun ;—the Sun was meant for dull Souls of Bu- 
ſineſs, and pcor Rogues that have a mind to ſave Candles. 

Z. Wer. Nay, the Night was always a Friend to Plea- 
ſure, and that made Diana run a Whoring by the light 
of her own Horns. Lowe. 
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Love. Right: And, prithee, what made Daphne run 
away from gelle but that he wore ſo much Day- light 
about his Ears ? 

Y. Wor. Ha ! Look out, Ned, there's the Enemy be- 
fore you ; 

Love. Why then, as Cz/ar ſaid, Come follow me. 

[Exit Loveleſ, 

Y. Wor. I hope tis his Wife, whom 1 defir'd to meet 
me here, that ſhe might take a View of her Soldier be- 
fore ſhe new mounted him. [ Exit. 


Enter Mrs. Flareit and her Maid. 
Ma. I wender, Madam, Sir Novelty don't come yet: 
I am fo afraid he ſhou'd ſee Narciſſu, and find out the 
trick of your Letter. 
Fla. No no: Narci/a is out of the way: I am ſure 
he won t be long; for I heard the Hautboys, as they paſs'd 
by me, mention his Name: I ſuppoſe, to make the In- 


trigue more faſhionable, he intends to give me the Muſick. 
Ma. Suppoſe he take you for Narciſſa, what Advantage 


do you propoſe by it? 


Fla. I ſhall then have a juſt O-caſion to quarrel with 
him for his Perfidiouſneſs, and fo force his Pocket to 
make his peace with me: Beſide, my Jealouſy will not 
let me reſt till I am reveng'd. 

Ma. Jealouſy ! why, I have often heard you ſay, you 
loath'd him. ; 

Fla. Tis my Pride, not Love, that makes me jea- 


lous: For, tho' I don't love him, yet I am incens'd to 


think he dares love another. 
Ma. See! Madam, here he is, and the Muſick with him. 
Fla. Put on your Mask, and leave me.—[ They mart 


Enter Sir Novelty with the Muſick. 

Sir Nov. Here, Gentlemen, place yourſelves on this 
Spots and pray oblige me with a Trumpet Sonata. —— 

his taking a Man at his firſt Word, is a very new way 
of preſerving Reputation, ſtop my Vitals, —nay, and a 
ſecure one too; for now may we enjoy and grow weary 
of one another, before the T'own can take any notice of 
us. [Flareit making towards him.] Ha! this muſt be 
ſhe.—-I ſuppoſe, Madam, you are no Stranger to the 
Contents ot this Letter 
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Fla. Dear Sir, this place is too publick for my Acknow- 
ledgment, if you pleaſe to withdraw to a more private 
Conveniency. [ E > eunt, 
[The Minſicł prepare to play, and all forts of People ga- 


ther about it, 


Enter at one Door Nar. Hil. Am. El. Worthy, and V. Wor- 
thy: ct another, Loveleſs and Snap, ch talk to the Mats. 
EI. Wer. What ſay you, Ladics, ſhall we walk home- 
viards * It begins to be dark. | 
Y. Wor. Prithee don't be ſo impatient, it's light enough 
to hear the Muſick, I'll warrant ye. | 
Am. Mr. Worthy, you promis'd me a Sight I long for: | 
Is Mr. Lowele/s among all thoſe ? 
Y. Wor. That's he, Madam, ſurveying that maſk'd Lady. 
Am. Ha! Ie t poſſible! Methinks I read his Vices in his 
Perſon! Can he be inſenſible, ev'n to the ſmart of pinch- 
ing Poverty ? Pray, Sir, your Hand: I tnd my elf 
ditorder'd. It troubles me to think I dare not ſpeak to 
him after fo long a Separation. 
T. Wor. Madam, your flaying here may be dangerous, 
therefore let me adviie you to go home, and get all things 
in order to receive him: About an hour hence will be a 
convenient time to ſet my Deſign a-going ; till then, let 
me beg you to have a little 4 Give me leave, 
Madam, to ſee you to your Coach. 
Am. I'll not trouble you, Sir; yonder's my Couſin Mel- 
brad, Tl beg his Protection. [Exit. 
fr ve Mrfick plays 3 after which Nar. feats. 
Nar. I vow tis very fine, conſidering what dull Souls 
our Nation are; I find "ts a harder matter to reform 
their Manners, than their Government or Religion. 
EL. II nr. Since the one has been ſo happily accompliſh'd, 
I know no reaſon why we ſhou'd deſpair of the on I 
hope in a little time to ſce our Youth return from Travel, 
big with Praiſes of their own. Country. But come, La- 
dies, the Muſick's done, 1 ſuppoſe; ſhall we walk ? 
Nar. Time enough; why you have no Taite of the | 
true Plealure of the Park : I'll warrant you hate as much 
to ridicule others, as to hear yourſelf prais'd: For my | 
part, I think a little harmleſs Railing's bat the Pleaſure 
of one's Life. 
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Ow: Fl. Wor. I don't love to create my ſelf Enemies, by ob- 
vate ſervingthe Weakneſs of other People; I have more Faults 
unt. of my own than I know how to mend. 

ga- Nar. Protect me: How can you fee ſuch a Medley of 


human Stuff as are here,without venting your Spleen fo 
Why look there now; is not it comical, to ice that wretch- 


or- ed Creature there with her autumnal Face, dreſe'd in all 
51. the Colours of the Spring! 
Ne- El. Wor. Pray, who is ſhe, Madam? 

Nar. A Thing that won't believe herſelf out of date, 
gh tho' ſhe was a known Woman at the Reftoration. 


Y. Wor. Ol I know her, 'tis Mrs. Ho/dout, one that is 
or: proud of being an Original of faſhionable Fornication, and 
values herſelf mightily for being one of the firſt Miſtreſſes 


ly. that ever kept her Coach publickly in England. 
his Hil. Pray who's that impudent young Fellow there? 
h- El. Nor. Oh! that's an eternal Fan- tearer, and a con- 
elf ſtant Perſecutor of Womankind : He had a great Miſ- 
to fortune lately. 
Nar. Pray, what was it? 

s, þ EI. War. Why, impudently preſuming to cukold a 
gs Dutch Officer, he had his Fore- teeth kick d out. 

aft Omnes. Ha, ha, ha 

et | : Nur. There's another too, Mr. Hrth y: Do you know 
e, im ? | 

V. Mor. That's Beau Naz; one that brags of Favours 

[- from my Lady, tho' refuſed by her Woman; that ſups 
with my Lord, and borrows his Club of his Footmen; 
. F that beats the Watch, and is kick'd by his Companions: 
5 that is one day at Court, and the next in Gaol; that goes 
n | to Church without Religion, is Valiant without Courage, 


Witty without Sente, and Drunk without Mealure. 

» El. Wor. A very compleat Gentleman | 

I | Hil. Prithee, Couſin, who's that over-ſhy Lady there, 
» | that won't ſcem to underſtand what that briſk young 
; Fellow ſays to her? 

| Nar. Why, that's my Lady $/j/ove : The other cere- 
- monious Gentleman is her Lover. She is ſo over-modeſt, 
that ſhe makes it a Scruple of ſhifting herielf before her 


Woman, but atterwards makes none of doing it before 
ber Gallant. 
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Y. Wor. Hang her, ſhe's a Jeſt to the whole Town : 
For tho' ſhe has been the Mother of two By-blows, ſhe 
endeavours to appear as ignorant inall Company, as if 
. ſhe did not know the diſtinction of Sexes. 

Narr. Look, look! Mr. Worthy, I vow, there's the 
Counteſs of Incog. out of her Diſhabillee, in a high Head, 
I proteſt ! 

T. War. Tis as great a Wonder to ſee her out of a 
Hackney-Coach, as out of Debt, o 
Nar. Or out of Countenance. | 
Hor. That, indeed, ſhe ſeldom changes; for ſhe is 
never out of a Mask, and is ſo well known in't, that when 
ſhe has a mind to be private, ſhe goes barefac'd. 

Nar. But come, Couſin, now let's ſee what Monſters 
the next Walk affords. 

El. Wor. With all my heart: tis in our way home. 

Y. Wor. Ladies, I muſt beg your pardon for a Mo- 
ment, yonder comes one I have a little Buſineſs with, 
Pl diſpatch it immediately, and follow you. 

Hil. No, no; we'll ſtay for you. 

Nar. You may, if you pleaſe, Couſin; but, I ſuppoſe, 
he will hardly thank you fort. 

Hil. What, then you conclude tis a Woman's Buſineſs, 
by his promiſing a quick Diipatch ? 

T. Wor. Madam, in three Minutes you ſhall know the 
Buſineſs : If it diſpleaſe you, condemn me to an eternal 
Abſence. 

El. Vor. Come, Madam, let me be his Security. 

Nar. I dare take your Word, Sir 

[Exeunt El. Wor. Hil. and Nar. 
Enter Sly, Servant to Young Worthy. 

Y. Wor. Well! how goes Matters? Is ſhe ina Readineſs 
to receive him. 

Sh. To an Hair, Sir; every Servant has his Cue, and 
all are impatient till the Comedy begins. 

T. For. Stand aſide a little, and let us watch our Op- 
portunity. 

Snap. (to a Mast.) Enquire about half an Hour hence 
tor Number Taro, at the Gridiron. | 

Mask. 'To-morrow with all my heart, but to-night I 
am engaged to the Chaplain of Colonel Thundcy's Regi- 
ment. | 


Snap 
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Snap. What, will you leave me for a Mutton-chop ? for 
that's all he'll give you, I'm ſure. 

Mal. You are miſtaken, faith, he keeps me. 

Snap. Not to himſelf, I'll engage him: Yet he may 
too, it no body likes you better than I do. Hark you, 
Child, prithee, when was your Smock waſh'd ? 

Mast. Why doſt thou pretend to freſh Linen, that never 
wore a clean Shirt but of thy Mother's own waſhing ? 

[ Goes from him, 

Lowe. What, no Adventure, no Game, Snap ? 

Snap. None, none, Sir; I can't prevail with any, from 
the Point Head-Cloths to the Horſe-Guard Whore. 

Lowe. What a Pox ! ſure the Whores can't ſmell an 
empty Pocket ? 

nap. No, no, that's certain, Sir, they muſt ſee it in 
our Faces. 
Sly. (to Loweleſ;.) My dear Boys how 1s't? Tgad, Iam 
lad thou art come to Town: My Lady expected you 
— an Hour ago, and I am overjoy'd I have found thee: 
Come, come, come along, ſhe's impatient till ſhe ſees you. 

Snap. Odsbud, Sir, follow him, he takes you for another. 

Lowe. I'gad, it looks with the face of an Intrigue, 
Tl humour him: Well, what ſhall we go now? 

Sly. Ay, ay, now it's pure and dark, you may go un- 
diſcover'd. 

Love. That's what I would do. | 
Sly. Odſheart, ſhe longs to ſee thee ; and ſhe is a curi- 
ous fine Creature, ye Rogue! ſuch Eyes! ſuch Lips 
and ſuch a Tongue between em! ah, the Tip of it will 

ſet 5 Man's Soul on E 3 
ove. ¶ Aſide.] The makes me impatient ! 

SI. 3 get Mb the Key, the Key, the Key, you 
dear Rogue ! | 

Snap. O Lord! the Key, the Key! Aide 

Love. The Key: Why ſh—ſh—ſheſhou'd yoyo— 
you have it ? 

Shy. Ay, ay! quickly, give's it! 

Love. Why, what the Devil ſure I ha'wt loſt it: 
Oh! no Gad, it is not there; What ſhall we do 

Sly. Oons, ne'er ſtand fumbling ; if you have loſt it, 
we mult ſhoot the Lock, 1 think 

Love. I'gad, and ſo we muſt, tor I ha'n't it. 
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Sly. Come, come along, follow me. 
Lowe. Snap, ſtand by me, you Dog. 
Snap. Ay, ay, Sir. [E xcunt Sly, Love. and Snap. 
J. Wir. Ha! ha! the Rogue managed him moſt dexte- 
rouſly.: How greedily he chopt at the Bait ? What the E- 
vent will be, Heav'n knows! but thus far 'tis pleaſant ; 
and ſince he is ſafe, I'll venture to divert my Company 
with the Story. Poor Amanda, thou well deſerv'ſt a bet- 
ter Husband : Thou wer't never wanting in thy Endea- 
vours to reclaim him: And, faith, — how long 
a Deſpair has worn thee, 
"[avere pity new thy Hopes hau d not ſucceed, 
This new Atten;pt, is Love's Lalit Shift 3ndeed. 


* 


— —— 


The SCENE continues. 


Enter El.Worthy, Y.Worthy, Hillaria, and Narciſſa. 
EI. Nor. EL L, Ladies, I believe tis time for us 
to be walking. 

Hil. No, pray let me engage you to ſtay a little longer : 
Yonder comes Sir Næwelty and his Miſtrels, in purſuance 


— 


of the Deſign I told you of; pray have a little patience, 


and you will ice the Effects on't. 
EI. Wor. With all my Heart, Madam. [ They fland aſide. 
Enter Sir Novelty, embracing Flareit, maſk'd. 

Sir Now. Generous Creature! this is an unexampledCon- 
deſcenſion, io meet my Paſſion with ſuch early Kindneſs : 
Thus let me pay my toft Acknowledgments. 

[ Kiſſes her Hand. 

Hil. You muſt know, he has miſtaken her for another. 

Fla. For Heav'n's fake let me go; if Hillaria ſhou'd. 
be at home betore me; I am ruin'd for ever. 

Nar. Hillaria ! what does ſhe mean? 

Sir New. Narciſ/a's Reputation ſhall be ever ſafe, . 
winle my Life and Fortune can protect it. 

Nar. O Gad, let me go: Does the impudent Creature . 
take my Name upon er ?—]'L pull off — | 
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Hil. Oh! fie! Couſin, what an ungenteel Revenge 
wou'd that be! Have a little Patience. 

Nar. Oh! I am in a Flame. 

Fla. But will you never ſee that common Creature 
Flareit, more:? 

Sir Nov. Never! never! feed on ſuch homely Fare, 
after ſo rich a Banquet! 

Fla. Nay, but you muſt hate her too. 

Sir Nov. That I did long ago. "Tis true, T have been 
led away; but J deteſt a Strumpet: I am informed ſhe 
keeps a Fellow under my Noſe, and for that reaſon I 
would not make the Settlement I lately gave her ſome 


hopes of: But Cen let her pleaſe her ſelf, for new I am 


wholly yours. 

Fla. Oh, now you charm me! But will you love me ever? 

Sir Nov. Will you be ever kind? 

Fla. Be ſure you never ſee Flareir more. 

Sir Nov} When I do, may this toit Hand revenge my 
Perjury. | 

Fla. So it ſhall, Villain! 

[Strikes him a Box on the Ear, and unmaſes. 

Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Naw. Flareit, the Devil! 

Fla. What, will nothing but a Maid go down with you! 
thou miſerable conceited Wretch.—Foh, I'm a homely 
Puſs! a Strumpet, not worth your Notice! Dev'l, I'll be 
reveng'd. 

Sir Nov. Damn your Revenge, I'm ſure I feel it. 

[ Holding his Cheek. 

 Nar. Really, Sir Novelty, 1 am oblig'd to you for your 

kind Thoughts of me, and your extraordinary Care of 
my Reputation. 

Sir Nv, 'Sdeath, ſhe here ! expos'd to half the Toven!— 
Well, I mwit brazen it out however! [Falk unconcern'd. 

Fla. What! no Pretence ! no Evahon now! 

Sir Now. There's no occaſion for any, Nadam. 
Fla. Come, come, ſwear you knew me all this while. 
Sir Now. No, faith, Madam, I did not know you: For 
if I had, you wou'd not have found me to furious a Lover: 

Fla. Furies and Hell! Dares the Monſter own his Guilt! 
This is beyond all Sufferance ! Thou Wretch,thou Thing, 
thou Animal, that I (to the everlaſting Forfeiture of my 

Senle 
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Sen. and Underſtanding) havemade a Man. For till thou 
n eweſt me, twas doubted if thou wer't of Human Kind: 
And doſt thou think I'll ſuffer ſuch a Worm as thee to 
turn againſt me? No! when I do, may I becurs'd to thy 
Embraces all my Life, and never know 2 beyond thee. 
Sir Nov. Why—Wh—h—hat will your { adyſhip' 
Fury do, Madam ? [ Smiling. 

Fla. Only change my Lodging, Sir. 

Sir Nov. I ſhall keep mine, Madam, that you may know 
where to find me when your Fury is over. You ſee I 
am good-natur'd. [Walks by her. 

Fla. This Bravery's affected: I know he loves me; 
and I'll pierce him to the Quick: I have yet a ſurer way 
to fool him. [ Afiae. 

Hil. Methinks the Knight bears it bravely. 

Nar. I proteſtthe Lady weeps. 

Y. Wor. She knows what ſhe does, I'll warrant you. 

El. Wor. Ay, ay, the Fox is a better Politician than 
the Lion, 

Fla. (with Tears in her Eyes.) Now, Woman. [ 4/ide.} 
Sir Novelty, pray, Sir, let me ſpeak with you. 

Sir Nov. Ay, Madam. | 

Fla. Before we part, (for I find I have irrecoverably 
loſt your Love) let me beg of you, that from this Hour, 
you ne'er will ſee me more, or make any new Attempts 
to deceive my eaſy Temper: For I find my Nature's 
ſuch, I ſhall believe you, tho' to my utter Ruin. 

Sir Mu. Pray Heav'n ſhe be in earneſt. [ Afede. 

Fla. One thing more, Sir: Since our firſt acquaintance, 
you have received ſeveral Letters from me; I hope you 
will be ſo much a Gentleman as to let me have em again: 


Thote I have of yours ſhall be return'd to-morrow Morn- - | 


ing. And now, Sir, wiſhing you as much Happineſs in 
her you love, as you once pretended I cou'd give you, — 
I take of you my everlaſting Leave.—Farewel, and may 
your next Miiireſs love you till I hate you. [- going. 

Sir Nav. So! now mult I ſeem to perſuade her. Nay, 
pritliec, my Dear! why do you ſtruggle ſo? Whuther 
wou'd you go? 

Fla. Pray, Sir, give me leave to pals, I can't bear to 
ſtay. [Crying 

Sir Nov. What is't that frightens you? 


Fla. 


My - 
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Fla. Your barbarous Uſage : Pray let me go. 
Sir Now. Nay, if you are reſolv'd, Madam, I won't 


preſs you againſt your Will. Your humble Servant; 


ves her) and a happy Riddance, ſtop my Vitals ! 
wy * * lareit /ooks back. 

Fla. Ha! not move to call me back! So unconcern'd ! 
Oh! I cou'd tear my Fleſh, ſtab every Feature in this dull, 
decaying Face, that wants a Charm to hold him ! Damn 
him] I loath him too ! But ſhall my Pride now fall from 
ſuch an height, and bear the Torture unreveng'd ? No, 
my very Soul's on fire; and nothing but the Villain's 
Blood ſha!l quench it. Devil, have at thee. 

[Szatches Young Worthy's Sword, and runs at him. 

Y. V,. Have a care, Sir. 

Sir Now. Let her alone, Gentlemen, I'll warrant you. 

[ Draws, and tands upon his Guard. 

[Young Worthy takes the Sword from ber, and holds her. 

Fla. Prevented. Oh! I ſhall choke with boiling Gall. 
Oh! oh! humh! Let me go; Ill have his Blood, his 
Blood, his Blood 

Sir Nov. Let her come, let her come, Gentlemen. 

Fla. Death and Vengeance, am I become his Sport ! 
He's pleas'd, and ſmiles to ſee me rage the more! But he 
ſhall find no Fiend in Hell can match the Fury of a diſ- 
appointed Woman !—Scorned ! ſighted ! diſmiſs'd with- 
out a parting Pang! O torturing Thought! Nay all the 
Racks Mankind e'er gave our eaſy Sex, neglected Love, 
decaying Beauty, and al! the Dotage of undone Defire 
light on me, if c'er I ceaſe to be the eternal Plague of 
his remaining Life, nay, after Death : 

—IFhen his black Scul lies honuling in Deſpair, 

Pd plunge to Hell, and be his — there, [Exit. 

El. Nor. Sure, Sir Novelty, you never lou 'd this La- 
dy, if you arc ſo indifferent at parting. 

Sir Now. Why, faith, Tom, to tell you the Truth, her 
Jealouſy has been ſo troubleſome and fo expenſive to me 
of late, that I have theſethree Months ſought an Oppor- 
tunity to leave her: But, faith, I had always more re pect 
to my Life, than to let her know it before. 

Hil. Methinks, Sir Novelty, you had very little reſpect 
to her Life, when you drew upon her. 

| dir 
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Sir My. Why, what wou'd you have had me done, 
Madam, complemented her with my naked Boſom: No! 
no! Lcok ve, Madam, it the had made any Advances, I 
cou'd have diſarm'd her in Second at the very firit Paſs.— 
But come, Ladies, as ve walk, Vil beg your Judgments 
in a particular nice Fancy, that I intend to appear in, the 
very hrit Week the Court is quite out of Mourning. 

EJ. Io. With ail my heart, Sir Nowe/ty,-Come, La- 
dies, Ithini; "were Charity not to keep you up any longer. 
See the Coaches ready at St. ames;'sGate.[ To His er ants. 

[Ex eat. 

Enter txwo Servants. TheScexnet Amanda's Hense. 

1% Serv. Come, come, make halle: I: the Supper and 
the Mutick ready ? 

24 Serw. It is, it is. Well! is he come? 

1/t Serv. Ay, ay, I came before to tell my Lady the 
News. That Rogue S manag'd him rarely; ne has been 
this half Hour pretending to pick the Lock of the Gar- 
den-Door. Well, poor Lady! I with her good Luck with 
him, for ſhe”; certainly the beſt Miſtreſs living. Hark ye, 
Is the Wine itrong as the order'd? Be ſure you ply him 
home; for he muſt have two or three Bumpers to qualify 
him for her Deſign. See here he comes: Away to your 
Poſt. [Excunt. 

EnterLoveleſs conducted by Sly, Snap ffealing after them. 

Love. Where the Devil will this Fellow lead me? 
Nothing but Silence and Darkneſs Sure the Houſe is 
haunted, and he has brought me to face the Spirit at his 
wonted Hour? 

Sly. There, there; in, in Slip on your Night-Gown, 
and refreſh yourſelf: In the mean time, I'll acquaint my 


Lady that you are here. ; [ Exit. 
Le. Snap ! 
Snap. Ay, ay, Sir, I'll warrant you. [ F xeunt. 


The SCENE changes to an Anti-Chamber, a Table, Light, 

a Nizht-Gown, and a Peruque lying b'. They reuter. 

Love. Ha! what ſweet Lodgings are here? Where can 
this end ? 

Snap. T'gad, Sir, I long to know. Pra Heav'n ue are 
not deluded hither to be itarv'd —Methinks, I wiſh I had 
brought the Remnants of my Dinner with me. 

Love. Hark! I hear ſomebody coming! Hide yourſelf, 
Raical ; I wou'd not have you teen. Snap. 
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Snap. Well, Sir, Pl line this Trench, in cafe of your 
being in danger. [ Gets undcr tre 7 uble. 
Love. Ha! this Night-Gown aud Peruque don't lie 
here for nothing — Il make my ſelf agrecable=-= I have 
baulk'd many a Woman in my time tor want ot a clean 
Chirt. [ Puts im on. 
Enter Serx ants with a Supper; after them a Man, Woman. 
Love. Ha! a Supper! Heav'n lend it be no Viton! If 
the Meat be rcal, 1 Hall believe the Lady may prove Fleth 
and Bled. Now am I damnably pvzzied to know we- 
ther this be ſhe, or not. Madam [ Pos. 
Vom. Sir, my Lady begs your pardon for a Moment. 
Lowe. Humh! her | adv Guod f 
Vom. She's unfortunately detained by ſome Female 
Viſiters, which the will difpatch wich all the haſte ima- 
ginable: In the mean time, be pleas'Q to refreſh y ourſelf 
with what the Tloule affords. — Pray, Sir, fit down. 
Love. Not alone; Madam, vou mult bear me Company. 
Wom. To oblige you, Sir, I'll exceed my Commiſion. 
Snap. (under the { able.) Was there eve io unfortunate 
a Dog? What the Devil put it in my head to hide my 
ſelf betore Supper? Why this is Kore tan being lock d 
into a Clotet while another Nan's a-bed with my Wite ! 
[ ſuppoſe my Matter will take as muck care of me vo, 
as I ſhould of him, if I were in his place. 
Wim. Sir, my humble Service to you, [ Drinks, 
Love. Nladam, your humble Servant: I'll pledge you. 
Snap, when there's any Danger, Vl call you: In the mean 
time lie gil}, a'ye hear? [ ade to Snap. 
Snap. I' gad, Lil thift for myſelf? chen. [Snatches a Flock 
unſcen.] So, now, I am arm'd, Detance to all Dunger. 
Love. Nadam, your Lady's Health. 
Snap. Ay, ay, let it go round, I fay. [ 12: ent s. 
Won. Well, really, Sir, my Lady's very happy tlat ſhe 
has got loo, trom her Relations; tor they were always 
teizing ker abet vou: But ſhe defies em all now. 
Come, Sir, Success to both your Wiſhes. [ Drinks. 
Lord. Give me a Glase: Nicthinks this Health inſpires 
me.—My Heart grows tighter tor the weight of Wine. — 
Here, Madam, —Proſperity to the Man that ventures 
moit to pleaſe her. 
Mon. What think you of a Song to ſupport this Gaity ? 
Love. 
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Lowe. With all my heart. 

A Song here. 

Love. You have oblig'd me, Madam: I'gad, I like thi 
Girl! She takes off her Glaſs ſo feelingly, I am half per. 
ſuaded ſhe's of athirſty Love: If her Lady don't 2 
little haſte, I find I ſhall preſent my humble ice to you. 

Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Amanda's Woman. 

Worm. Sir, laſk yourpardon : My Lady has ſome Com- 
mands for me; I will return immediately. 

Love. Your Servant——Methinks this is a very new 
Method of Intriguing ! 


Snap. Pray Heav'n it be new! for the old Way com- 


monly ended in a good 11 But a Pox of Danger, 
I fay; and ſo here's good Luclt to you, Sir. 
e. Take heed, Rogue, you don't get drunk, and 

diſcover 21 8 

Szep. It muſt be with a freſh Flaſk then; for this is 
expired, Supernaculum. 

Lowe. Lie cloſe, you Dog; I hear ſomebody coming: 
I am impatient till I ſee this Creature. This Wine hay 
arm'd me againſt all Thoughts of Danger ! Pray Heav'n 
ſhe be young, for then ſhe can't want Beauty. Ha! here 
ſhe comes! Now! never-failing Impudence aſſiſt me. 

Enter Amanda looſely dreſs d. 

Am. Where's my Love? O, let me fly into his Arms, 
and live for ever there. 

Love. My Life, my Soul! (Runs and embraces her.) By 


Heav'n, a tempting Creature! Melting, ſoſt, and warm, | 


as my Defire,—Oh, that I cou'd hide my Face for ever 
thus, that, undiſcover'd, I might reap the Harveſt of a 
ripe Defire, without the lingring Pains of growing Love. 
Xi es her Hand. 
Am. Look up, my Lord, and bleſs me with a tender 
Look; and let my talking Eyes inform thee how I have 
languiſh'd for thy Abſence, 
Love. Let's retire, and chaſe away our fleeting Cares 
with the Raptures of untir'd Love. 
Am. Bleſs me! your Voice is ſtrangely alter'd ! Ha! 
defend me! Who's this? Help! help! within there? 
Live. So! I am diſcover'd] A Pox on my Tatling 
that I cou'd not hold my tongue till I got to her Bed- 
Chamber. 
Euter 
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Enter Sly, and other Servants. 
Sh. Did your Ladyſhip call Help, Madam? What's 
er ! 
* Villain! Slave ! who's this? What Ruffian have 
you brought here Dog, Pl have you murder d. 
[Sly looks in his Face. 

Shy. Bleſs me! O Lord! Dear Madam, I beg your par- 
don: As I hope to be ſav'd, Madam, tis a Miſtake: I 
took him for Mr. — 

Am. Be dumb! eternal Blockhead.— Here! take this 
Fellow, toſs him in a Blanket, and let him be turn'd out 
of my doors immediately. | 

Sly. O pray! dear Madam; for Heav'n's ſake ; I am a 
ruin d Man 

Snap. Ah! Snap. what will become of thee? Thou art 
fall'n into the hand of a T „ien that has loſt her Whelp. 
I have no hopes, but in my Maſter's Impudence ! Heaven 
ſtrengthen it. 

Am. I'll hear no more] Away with him! [ E xeunt the 
Servants with Sly.) Now, Sir, for you: I expected 

Love. A Man, Madam, did you not ? 

Am. Not a Stranger, Sir: But one that has a Right 
and Title to that Welcome, which by Miſtake has been 
given to you. 

Love. Not an Husband, I preſume? He would not have 
been ſo privately conducted to your Chamber, and in the 
dark too ! | 

Am. Whoever it was, Sir, is not your Buſineſs to ex- 
amine: But, if you wou'd have civil Uſage, pray be gone. 

Love. To be uſed civilly, I muit ſtay, Madam: There 
can be no Danger in ſo fair a Creature ! 

Am. I doubt you are mad, Sir. 

Love. While my Senſes have ſuch luſcious Food beſore 
'em, no wonder it they are in ſome Confuſion, cach ſtri- 
ving to be foremoſt at the Banquet ; and ſure my greedy 
Eyes will *arve the reſt. [ Approaching ber. 

Am. Pray, Sir, keep your Diſtance, leit your F eeling 
too be gratify' d. 

-_ O Lord! weu'd I were a hundred Leagues off 
at : 

Lowe. Then briefly thus, Madam : Know, I like and 
love you: Now, if you have ſo much Generciity * 
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let me know what Title my pretended Riva! has to your 
Perſon, or your Inclinations ; perhaps the little Hopes! 
then may have of ſupplanting him, may make me leave 
your Houſe : If not, my Love ſhall ſtill purſue you, tho 
to the hazard of my Life; which I ſhall not eaſily reſign, 
while this Sword can guard it. 

Am. Oh, were this Courage thewn but in a better Cauſe, 
how worthy were the Man that own'd it! [ Afide.] 
What is it, Sir, that you purpoſe, by this unneceſſary Tri- 
fling? Know then, that I did expect a Lover; a Man, 
perhaps, more brave than you : One, that it preient,wou'd 
have given you a ſhorter Anſwer to your Queſtion. 

Love. I ai glad to hear he's Brave, however: It be- 
trays no Weakneis in your Choice. But if you'd ſtill pre- 
ſerve or raue the Joys of Love, remove him from your 
Thoughts a Moment, and in his room receive a warmer 
Heart, a Heart that mult admire you more than he, be- 
cauſe my Paition's ot a freſher Date. 

Am. What d'ye take me for ? 

Lowe. A Woman,and the moſt Charming of your Sex: 
One, whole pointed Eyes declare you form'd tor Love. 
And tho' your Words are flinty, your every Look and 
lotion all confeſs there's a ſecret Fire within you, which 
mulit tparixzle,when the Steel of Love provokes it. Come, 
now pull away your Hand, to make me hold it faſter. 

Am. Nay, now you are rude, Sir. 

Lede. If Love be Hudeneſs, let me be Impudent: When 
we are familiar, Rudeneſs will be Love. No Woman 
ever thought her Lover rude, after ſhe Imd once granted 
him the Favour. 

Am. Pray, Sir, iorbcar. 

Love. How can I, when my Deſire's fo violent? Oh, 
let me inatch the roſy Dew from thoſe diſtilliug Lips: and 
as you ice your Power to charm, to chide me with your 
Pity. Why do you thus cruelly turn away your Face? 
I own the Bleſſing's worth an Age's Expectation ; but it 
refuſed till merited, *tis eſteemed a Debt. Wou'd you 
oblige your Lover, let looie your early Kindneſs. 

Am. 1 ſhall not take your Counſel, Sir, while J know 
a Woman's early Kindnets is as little ſign of her Genero- 
tity, as her Generolity is a ſign of her Diſcretion : * 

wou 
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wou'd I have you beli-ve I am ſo ill provided for, that 1 
nerd liiten to any Man's fit Addrettes. 

Love. Why, Madam, wou'd you not drink the firſt 
time you had a 'Thiri. ? 

Am. Yes; but not before [ had. 

Love. If you can't drink, yet you may kiss the Cup:; 
and that may give you Inchnation. | 

Am. Your Pardon, Sir; I drink out of no body's Glaſs 
but my own : As the Man love conf nes him elf to me, 
ſo my Inclination keeps me true to him. 

Love. Tiai'- a Cheac impo ed upon you by your own 
Vanity : For when your Back'> tu:n'd, your very Cham- 
ber- Maid ſips of your Leavings, and vecome> your Rival. 
Conſtancy in Love is al a Cheat; Women of vour En- 
derſtanding know it. Ihe Juys of Love arc only great 
when they are new; and to make em lating, we wult 
often change. 

Am. Supp oe 'twere a freſh Lover I now «x; Qed ? 

Love. W hy then, Madam. o Expectation anwed : 
For I mult confeis, I don't take y cu for an 0:4 Auquaia- 
tance, tho' ſomewhere I have ſcen a Fac not ein cu un- 
like you. Come, your Argument a e vain; for they are 
ſo charmingly deliver'd, the but in' pi eme te more, as 
Blows in Battle raiſe the brave Man' Courage. Come, 
every tuing pleads for me; your BRA y Wi, time, Place, 
Opportunity, and my own Excel: © urn g Pailen, 

Am. Stand off, diſtant as the Gliub's of Haren and 
Earth, that like a falling Star I may thovt with greater 
Force into your Arnis, and think i; Hea nt lic eXp-21ng 
there. [Nuss into His i ms. 

Srap. Ah! ah! ah! Rogue, the Day's our cun. 

Love. Thou ſweeteſi, ſoſteſt CrratureIAcav'n e'er om'd: 
Thus let me twine myiclf about thy beaut-cus Limbs, 
till ftruggling with the Pang of paintul Bliis, motionlets 
and mute we yield to conqueriug Love; both. 3 anguut'd, 
and both Victors. 

An. Can all this Heat be real? Oh, why bas hateful 
Vice ſuch Power to charin, While poor abandon'd Virtue 
lies neglected? L Aal. 

Love. Come, let us ſurfeit on our new-born Raz : res: 
let's waken lleeping Nature wi“ Delight, till we may 
juſtly ſay, Now ! row! Ve live! 
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Am. Come on; let's indulge the Tranſports of oy 
reient B'iſs, and bid Defance to our future Change d 
ate. Who waits there? 

Euter Amanda's Woman. 

A. Bring me word immediately if my Apartment, 
ready, as I order'd it. O, I am charm'd, I have tound the 
Man to pleaſe me now: One that can, and dares maintain 
the noble Rapture of a lawleſs Love: I own myſelf; 
Libertine, a mortal Foe to that dull Thing call'd V irtue 


that mere Diſeaſe of ſickly Nature. Plealure's the Endo 


Life; and while 'm Miſtreſs of myſelf, and Fortune, 
will enjoy it to the height. Speak freely then, (not tha 


I love, like other Women, the nauſeous Plcaſure of alittle 
Flattery) but anſwer me like a Man that ſcorns a Lye! 
Does my Face invite you, Sir? May I, from what youſe 
of me, propoſe a plenſure to my ſelf in pleaſing you. 
Lowe. By Heaven you may: I have icen all the Beau 
ties that the Sun ſhines on, but never ſaw the Sun out- 
ſhin'd before: I have meaſured half the World. in ſearch 
of Pleaſure; but not returning home, had ne'er been 


happy. 

p <4 Spoken like the Nan I wiſh might love me.— 
Pray Heaven his Words prove true. { {/zde.] Be ſure you 
never flatter me; and when my Perion tires you, co 
it freely: For change whenc'er you will, ll change 2 
ſoon. But while we chance to meet, ſtill let it be with 
raging Fire: No matter how {con it dies, provided the 
ſmall time it laſts, it burns the fiercer. 

Love. Ol wou'd the blinded World, like us, agree to 
change, how laſting might the Joys of Love be? For thus 
Beauty, tho" {tale to one, might ſomewhere elſe be new; 
ind while this Van were bleſs'd in leaving what he loath d, 


another wore now bless d in receiving what he ne'er en- 


* . 
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Re erte Amanda's Il man. 


, 


_ —_— 


e. Nſadam, every thing is according to your Order. 


Live On! lead me to the Scene of uniupportable De. 
"vhi ; rack nie with Pleaſures never known before, til 


| : - gaſping with convulfive Paſſion: This Night let u 


< Wy; to our unbounded Wiſhes. 
Cre all zur Stork at once to raiſe the Fire, 
zd 53+ *9 the hrielt of lot Dire. [Exeunt. 
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m. Ah! what an happy Creature's my Lady 
now? There's many an unſatisly*'d Wite about Town 
wou'd be glad to have her H aſband as wicked as my Ma- 
ſter, upon the ſame erm my Lady has him. Few Wo- 
men, I'm afraid, wou'd grudge an IIuſband the laying 
out his ſtock of Love, that cou'd receive ſuch conſiderable 
Intereſbfos it Well !-— Now ſhan't I take Ge will or 
ſleep, for thinking how they'll employ their tivie ta— 
night.—Faith, I mult liſten, if 1 were to ve Long's tyit, 

Liſtens at tre Dir. 

Snap. So! my Maſter's provided for, therefore id time 
for me to take care of mylelt: I have no mind be 
lock d out of my lodging; I fancy there's room tor two 
in the Maid's Bed, as well as my Laly's. o— | ii, tame 
Flaſk was plaguy ſtrong Wine: —I find I ſhall orm, if 
the don't ſurrender fairly. By your leave, Damiecl. 

Mm. Bleſs me! whlic's this? O Lord! what wou'd 
you have? who are you ? 

Snap. One that has a Right and Title to your Body; 
my Maſter having alrcady taken poſte.tivn ot Y Ladys. 

Vm. Let me go, or L' cry out. 

Snap. Yelye ; ye dare not diſturb your Lady: But the 
better to ſecure you, thus I ſtop your Nouth. [X hor, 

Vn. Humi: ! Lord blets me! is the Devil in you, 
tearing one's Things! 

Snap. Then ſhew me your Bed-Chamber. 

om. The Devil ſhall have vou firit. 

Snap. A'ſhall have both togetiier then: Here will T 6x, 
(takes her about the Neck) juſt in this Poſture till to-mor- 
row Morning. In the mean time, when you find your 
Inclination itirring, prithee give me a call, tor at preſent 
Lam very fleepy. [ Seems #2 Weep. 

Wim. Foh ! how he ſtinks. Ah! whac a Whitt was 
there:="T he Rogue's as drunk as a Sailor with a Ta clve- 
month's Arrears in his Pocket; or a Vai upon a Day 
of ill News, I'Il na nothing to fav to him. Lt me lee, 
how ſhall I get rid of him ? 2! I have it! Fil ſoon 
make him tober I'll warrant him: So-ho! Mr. What 
dq ye callbum, Where do you intend to lie to- night? 

Snap. Humh ! why where you lay latt Night, unless 
you Change your Lodging. 
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m. Well, for once I'll take pity of you ! make ng 
noiſe, but put out the Candles, and follow me tottly, for 
fear of diſturbing my Lady. 

Snap. I'll warrant ye, there's no fear of ſpoiling her 
Muſick, while we are playing the ſame Tune. 


The SCENE changes to a dark Entry, and 
they re enter. 


Wim. Where are you? Lend me your Hand. 

Snap. Here ! here! Make haſte, my dear Concupiſcence. 

em. Hold ! ſtand there a little, while I open the Doo 
gently, without waking the Footmen. | 

[he feels about, and opens a Trap-dar. 

Vom. Come along ioftly this way! 

Snap. Wherea outs are you? 

Vom. H re, here, come trait forward. 

[ He goes forward, and falls into the Cellar. 

Snap. O Lord ! O Lord! I have broke my Neck. 

Vim l am glad to hear him ſay ſo however, I ſhou'd 
be loth to be hang'd for him. How d'ye, Sir? 

Srap. D'ye, Sir! I am a League under Ground. 

W om. Whereabouts are you? 

Srap. In Hell, I think. 

Nam. No! wo! you are but in the Road to it, I dare 
fay. Ah, dear, Why will you follow lewd Women at this 
rate, when they lead you to the very Gulph of De- 
ſtruction ? I knew yu wou'd be iwailow'd up at laſt 
-Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Snap. Ah, ye ſneering Whore! 

Iam. Shall I fetch you a Prayer-Book, Sir, to arm you 
againit the Temptations of the + leſh; ? 

Snap. No! youu need but ſhew your damn'd ugly Face 
to do tl.at. —Hark ye, either help me out, or I harg 
myſelf, and twear you murder'd me. 
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Wam. Nay, if you are iv bloody-minded, good Night | 


to ye. Sir. 
[Ve offers to ſhut the Door over him, and he cateles 
hold on her. 
Snap. An! ah! ah! havel caught you? T'gad, we'll 
pig together now. 
Hm. O Lord! pray let me go, and Dll do any = 
nap. 
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grab. And ſo you ſhall before I part with you. 
nap 4 [Pulls Ver in to lin. 


And now, Maſter, my homble Service to you. 
[H. pull; the Door ter them. 


— 


N 
The SCENE Sir William Wiſewoud's Heuſe. 


EnterEl. Wo thy, V. Worthy, aul a Lat yer with aWriting, 


El. Nor. RE the Ladies ready ? 
T. Wir. Hillaria is quit gone up to haſlen 
her Coulin, and Sir William will be here immediately. 

El. Wor. But hark you, Brother! I Have conuder d of 
it, and pray let me oblige you not to pm e your Dengn 
on his five thouiand Pound: For, in ſhort, tu no better 
than a Cheat, and what a Gentieman ihou'd ſcorn to be 
guilty of, Is it not ſufficient that I content to your 
wronging him of his * 

V. Wor. Your Ronen. rother, I can't allow that a 
Wrong: For his Daughter loves me: Her Fortune, you 
know, he has nothing to do with; and it's a hard caſe a 
young Woman thall not have tne ditpotal of her Heart. 

ves a Fever of the Mind, which notuing but our own 
Wiſhes can aſſuage; and I don't queilion but we ſhall find 
Marriage a very cooling Cordial. And as to the five 
thouſand Pound,'tis no more than what he has endeavour d 
to cheat his Niece of. 

. 1 Mor. What d'ye mean? I take him for an honeſt 
an : 

V. Wir. Oh! very honeſt ! As honeſt a an old Agent to 
anew-rais'd Regiment.— No, faith, [I'll iay that for him, 
he will not do an ill thing, unleſs he gets by it. In a word, 
this ſo very honeſt Sir Villiam, as you take him to he, has 
offer q me the refuſal of your Miſtreſs ; and upon Condi- 
tion I will ſecure him five thouſand Pound upon my Day 
of Marriage with her, he will ſecure me her Perion, ar d 
ten thouſand Pound, the remaining part of ker Fortune ! 
There's a Guardian for 15 ! What think ye now, Sir ? 
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EF! Ir. Why, I think he deſerves to be ſerv'd in the 
fame kind! I find Age and Avariceare inſeparable ! there. 
tore c en make what you can of him, and I will ſtand by 
you. But hark you, Mr. Forge, are you ſure it will ſtand 
geod in Law, if Sir Millium ſigns the Bond? 

Law. In any Court in England, Sir. 

Fl. Ni on. Then there's your fifty Pieces; and if it ſue- 
ceeds, here are as many more in the ſame Pocket to an- 
{wer '(m: But, mum,—hcre comes Sir Hilliam and the 
Ladies. 

Enter Sir William Wiſewoud, Hillaria, and Narciſſa. 

Sir Ei. Good-morrow, Gentlemen! Mr. WWarthy, | 
give you Joy! Odio! if my Heels were as light as my 
Heart, I thou'd ha' much ado to forbear CANCINg.— 
tere, here, take her Man, [Gives him Narciſia's Hand 
ſhe's yours, and ſo is her Thouſand Pound a year, and my 
Five thouſand Pounds ſhall be yours tco. 


Y. Wor. You mutt ask me leave firſt. [ Hide. 


Sir Mil. Odio! Is the Lawyer come? 
EI. Wor. He is, and all the Writings are ready, Sir. 


Sir Hi. Come, come, let's fee, Man! What's this? Odd! 


this La is a plaguy troubleſome thing; for now-a-days it 
won't let a Man 8 away his own, without repeating the 
Particulars tive hundred times over; when, in former 
times, a Man might have held his Title to Twenty thou 
land Pounds a year, in the compaſs of an Horn-book. 

Lax. That is, Sir, becauſe there are more Knaves now- 
a-days, and this Age is more treacherous and diſtruſtful 
than heretofore. 

Sir Vill. That is, Sir, becauſe there are more Lawyer 
than heretofore. But, come, What's this, prithee? - 

Law. Thete are the old Writings of your Daughter's 
Fortune; this is Mr. Horthy's Settlement upon her 


and this, Sir, is your Bond for Five thouſand Pounds w 


him: There wants nothing but filling up the Blanks wit 
the Parties Names; if you pleaſe, Sir, I'll do't imme 
diately. | 

Sir WW]. Do fo. 

Law. May I crave your Daughter's Chriſtian Name! 
the refit I know, Sir. 

Sir Wil. Narciſſa: Prithee make haſte —— 

J. Wor. You know your Buſineſs.— [ Aide to the * 

a 
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Lew. I'll warrant you, Sir. [Sits to avrite. 

Sir Wil. Mr. Worthy, methinks your Brother does not 
reliſh your Happineſs as he ſhou'd do: Poor Nan ! Til 
warrant he withes himielt in his Brother's Condition! 

Y. Wer. Not I, I'll aſſure you, Sir. 

SirH//. Niece! Niece! have you no pity? Prithee look 

him a little! Odd! he's a pretty young Feilow :!— 
Jam ſure he loves you, or he Mou d not have frequented 
my Houſe to often! D'ye think his Brother cou'd not tell 
my Daughter his own Story without your afiſtance? 
Plhaw-waw ! I te!l you, you were the Beauty that made 
him ſo aſſiduous: Come, come, give bim vour Hand, 
and he'll ſoon creep into your Heart, l' warrant vou: 
Come, fav the word, and make him happy. 

H:l. What, to make my tcl! milerabie, Sir! marry a 
Man without an E'ate ! 

Siri. Hang an Eitate ! true Love's bevond allRiches. 
'Tis all Dirt, — mere Dirt !—Boide, ha'n't zou Fitteen 
thouſand Pounds to your Portion ? 

Hil. I doubt, Sir, vou wou'd be loth to give him your 
Daughter, tho' her Fortune's larger. 

Sir Wil. Odd, if he lov'd her but half fo we! az Le 
loves 7 he ſhou'd have her for a word (peaking. 

Hal. But, Sir, this aſks ſome Conſideratton — 

Nar. You fee, Mr. Worthy, what an extraordinary 
kindneſs my Father has for vou! 

T. Wir. Ay, Madam, and for your Couſin too: But I 
hope, with a little of your aſſiſtance, we ſhall be both 
able, very ſhortly, to return it 

Nar. Nay, I was always ready to ferve Hilla: For 
Heav'n knows, I only marry to revenge her Quarrel to 
my Father: I cannot forgive his off ring to fell her. 

J. Mor. Oh, you need not take ſuch pains, Madam, to 
conceal your Paſſion for me; you may own it witkout a 
Bluſh, upon your Weddin -day. 

Nar. My Paſſion! When die you hear me acknowledge 
any? If I thought you cou'd believe me guilty of ſuch a 
weakneſs, tho after I had marry'd you, 1 wou'd never 

k you in the Face. | 

T. Wor. A very pretty humour this, faith ? [AJ 

hat a world of unneceſtary Sins have we two to an- 
wer for : For ſhe has told more Lyes to conceal her Love, 
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than I have ſworn falſe Oaths to promote it. Well, 
Madam, Pll contenc my{elt with your giving me leave 
to love. 

Nar. Which if I don't give, you'il take, I ſuppoſe. 

Hil. Well, Uncle, I won't promise you, but Il go to 
Church aud ce them marry'd ; when we come back, 'ti; 
ten to one but I furprize you where you leaſt think on. 

Sir . Why, that's well faid !—Mr. Worthy, now! 
now's your time! Odd! I have fo fir'd her, 'tis not in 
her power to deny you, Man.—'To her! to her! I war. 
rant her thy own, Boy! You'il keep your word; five 
thouſand Pound upon the Cay of Marriage. 

F. Hon. Fil give you my Bond upon demand, Sir. 

Sir Hi. O! I dare take your Word, Sir. Come, 
Lawyer, have you done ? Is all ready ? 

Late. Nil. Sir! This is your Bond, Mr. Worthy : Will 
you be pleas'd to ſign that firit, Sir: 

Sir . Ay, ay; let's ſee: The Condition of this Obliga- 
1.272. [Nea] lum, um, — Come, lend me the Pen. 
Ihre, —Mr. Horthy, I deliver this as my Act and Deed 
to jon, and Heaven fend you a good Bargain. —Niece, 
Wit you Wunels it? [ Which ſpe dees] —Come, Lawyer, 
Your Fit too. Laxvzer witneſſes it. 

Lv. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to iign the Jointure? 

FI Mr. Come on. —Sir Hilliam, I deliver this to you 
for the ue of your Daughter. Madam, will you give 
yourſe'f the trouble once more? [Hillaria {ts her Hand] 
Come, Sir, [Te Laaryer does the ſame.) So, now let 
a Coach be called as ſoon as you pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir 7“. You may ſave that Charge, I ſaw your own 
at tie Door. 

EI. Vor. Your pardon, Sir, that wou'd make our Buſi- 


nels ico Fublick: For wuich reaton, Sir Milliam, I hope 


you wili excuſe our not taking you along with us. 
[Exit Servant. 


S Y. Ay, ay, with all my heart; the more Privacy, 


the le FY fence. But pray, wha: time may Sap x0 08 
back again? For Amanda has feni to me for the Writings 
of t.cr H band' Flat: I ſuppole ſhe intends to redeem 


the Moir, ge, and I am afraic ſhe will keep me there til 


Diancr-time. 
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Y. Wor. Why, about that time ſhe has oblig d me to 
bring ſome of her neareit Friends to be Witnelles of her 
good or evil Fortune with her Huſband : Xlethinks 1 long 
to know of her Succets; it you pleaſe, Sir Milian, Weill 
meet you there. 

Sir Wil. With all my heart.—{ Enter a Servant. ] Well, 
Is the Coach come? 

Serv. It is at the Door, Sir. 

Sir Wil. Come, Genicmen, no Ceremony; your time's 


It. 
El. Wor. Your Servant. Sir Hi//;am. 
[Exeunt El. Worthy, Y.Worthy, Narciſſa and Hillaria, 
Sir WU. So here's five thouſand Pounds got witha wet 
Finger! Thi, tis to rcad Mankind! i knew a young Lover 
wou'd never think he gave two much for his Niiirets ? 
Well! it don't tudd: nly meet with ſome Viisfurtine, I 
ſhall never be able to bear this tranquillity of Mind. { Exzz. 


The SCE NE changes to Amanda's Flo ſe, 


Enter Amanda /{/a. 

Am. Thus far my Hc pes have ali been anſwer'd, and 
my Diſguiſe oi vicious Loge has charm'd him ev u to a 
madneſs of impure Delle But now | tremble to 
pul! off the Maſk, leit Larcfac'd Virtue thould frigicc him 
trom my Aiins for :ver. Vet ture there are Charms in 
Virtue, nay, .cager and more pleai.ng far than hatetul 
Vice can boali of! elte way have hel, Martvrs perith'4 
for its ſake? While Lewdn.i> ever go were Repen 
tance, and nwi.ling Death. —-Goce I1i.ai'n inipire my 
Heart, and hang upon my Tongue the force of Truth and 
Eloquence, that I ma; ure this wandring Falcon back to 
Love and V irtue. He comes, and now in dreaded 
Taſk begins 

Enter Lovelets iu nexu Cl thes. | 

Am. How tare you, Sir? D';e not already think your 
ſelf confin d? Are you nat tired with my eaiy Love ? 

Love. O! never! never! you have fo fd my 1 houp hts 
with Pleaſure Pail, that bu to reflect on em, is ſtill ura 
Rapture to my Soul, and the Bli, mit lait white I has e 
Lite or Mcmoury 
An. No Flat. crx, Sir! I lox'd you for your Plain-dea!- 
ing; and to preterve my good Opinion, tell me, what 

ä S th. 
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think you of the Grape's perſuading juice? Come, f 
freely, wou'd not A — put all nen 
of your Head. 

Love. Faith, Madam, to be free with you, I am apt to 
think you are in the right on't. For tho' Love and Wine 
are two very fine Tunes, yet they make no Muſick, if 

ou play them both together; ſeparately they raviſh us: 
hus the Miſtreſs ought to make room for the Bottle, 
the Bottle {or the Miltreſs, and both to wait the Call of 
Inclination. | 

Am. That's generouſly ſpoker—T have obſerv'd, Sir, 
in all your Diſcourſe, you confeſs ſomething of a Man that 
has throughly known the World.——Pray give me leave 
to aſk of you, of what Condition you are, and whence you 
came ? 

Lowe. Why, in the ſirſt place, Madam, — by Birth I 
am a Gentleman; by ill Friends, good Wine, and falſe 


Dice, almoit a Beggar: But by your Servant's miſlaking 


me, the happieit Man that ever Love and Beauty ſmil'd on. 


An. One thing more, Sir! Are you marry'd ?—Now 
my Fears. [ Afede. 
Lowe. I was, but very young. 
Am. What was your Wife? 
ve. A fooliſh loving Thing, that built Caſtles in 
the Air, and thought it impoſſible for a Man to forſwea 
himſelf when he made Love. 
Am. Was ſhe not virtuous ? 
Love: Umph! Yes, faith, I believe ſhe might, I was 
nc' er jealous of her. 
Am. Did you ne'er love her ? 


Lowe. Ah, moſt damnably at firſt, for ſhe was within 


two Women of my Maidenhead. 

Am. What's become of her? 

Lowve.-Why, aſter I had been from her beyond Sea, 
about ſeven or eight years, like a very loving Fool ſhedy'd 
of the Fip, and civilly left me the World to range in. 

Am. Why did you leave her ? 

Love. Becauſe the grew tale, and J cou'd not whore in 
quiet for her: B-\ides, ſhe was always exclaiming againſt 
my Extravagancies, particularly my Gaming, Which ſhe 
lo violently oppos'd, that I fancy'd a Pleaſure in it, which 
fknce 1 ncver found; for in one Month I loſt dragons 

eight 
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eight and ten thouſand Pounds, which I had juſt before 

d in to pay my Debts. This Misfortune made niy 
Creditors come ſo thick upon me, that I was forc'd to 
mortgage the pres Fr, © own of my Eſtate to purchaſe 
new Pleaſure; which I knew I cou'd not do on this fide 
of the Water, amidſt the Clamours of infatiate Duns, 
and the more hateful Noiſe of a complaining Wite. 

Am. Don't you wiſh you had taken her Counſel, tho' ? 

Love. Not I, faith, Madam. 

Am. Why ſo. 

Lowe. Becauſe tis to no purpoſe : I am Maſter of more 
Philoſophy, than to be concern'd at what I can't help.— 
But now, Madam, — pray give me leave to inform my 
ſelf as far in your Condition? 

Am. In a word, Sir, till you know me thoroughly, 
I muſt own myſelf a perfect Riddle to you. 

Love. Nay, nay, I know you are a Woman: But in 
what Circumſtances, Wife or Widow ? 

Am. A Wife, Sir; a true, a faithful, and a virtuous 
Wife. 

Love. Umh! truly, Madam, your Story begins ſome- 
thing like a Riddle: A virtuous Wife, {ay you? What, 
and was you never faiſe to your Huſhand ? 

Am. I never was, by Heai”n! for him, and only him, 
I fill love above the World. 

Love. Good agen! Pray, Madam, don't your Me- 
mory fail you ſometime: ? hecauſe I fancy you don't re- 
member what you do over Night! 

Am. I told you, Sir, I ſhou'd appear a Riddle to you: 
But if my Heart will give me leave, I'll now unloote 
your fetter'd Apprehenſion But I muſt firſt amaze 
you more ;—Pray, Sir, ſatisfſy me in one Particular 
Tis this, —What are your undiſſembled Thoughts of 
Virtue? Now, if you can, fiake off your looſe unthink- 
ing Part, and ſummon all your force of manly Reaſon 
to reſolve me. 

Love. Faith, Madam, methinks this is a very odd 
Quettion for a Woman cf your Character. I muſt con- 
feis you have amaz'd me. 

Am. It ought not to amaze you! Why ſheu'd routhink 
make a mock of N irtue ? But lai Niglit you a loud my 
1 nderſianding greater than is uval in gar Sex: If io, can 
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yoa believe | have no farther Senſe of Happineis,than what 
this empty, dark, and barren Wor'd can yield me? No, 
I tave yet a Pro pect of a ſublimer Bliis, an Hope that 
carries me to the bright Regions of cternal Day. 

Love. Humm! I thought her laſt Nigiut's Humour was 
too gocd to Fold. Ituppoſe, by and by ſhe will aſk me to 
go to Church with her.—Faith, Macam, in my mind 
this Diſcourſe is a littte out of the way. You told me [ 
ſhould be acquainted with your Condition, and at preſent 
that's what I had rather be inform'd of. 

Am. Sir, you ſhall : But firit, tnis Queſtion muſt be 
an'wer'd : Your Thoughts of Virtue, Sir? By all my 
Hopes of Bliſs hereatter, your anſwering this, pronounces 
halt thy good or evi! Fate for ever: But on my Knees I 
beg you, do not ſpeak till you have weigh'd it well :— 
An wer me with tie fame truth and tincerity, as you 
wou'd aniwer Hcav'n at your lateſt hour. 

Lowe. Your Words contound me, Madam: ſome won- 
drous Secret ſure lies ripen'd in yeur Breaſt, and ſeems 
to ſtruggle for its fatal Birth ! What is it I muſt anſwer 
you ? 

Am. Give me your real Thoughts of Virtue, Sir: Can 
you believe there ever was a Woman truly Miſtreſs of it, 
or is it only Notion ? 

Lo ve. Let me conſider, Madam. [de.] What can 
this mean? Why is ſhe ſo carneſt in her Demands, and 
begs me to be ſerious, as if her Life depended upon my 
Aniwer ?—T will reſolve her as I ought, as Truth, and 
Reaſon, and the ſtrange Occaſion ſeems to preſs me.— 
Moſt of your Sex confound the very Name ot Virtue ; for 
they wou'd ſeem to live without Deſires ; which, cou'd 
they do, that were not Virtue, but the defect of unper- 
forming Nature, and no praiſe to them? For who can 
boait a Victory when they have no Foe to conquer? Now 
ſhe alone gives the faireſt Proots of Virtue, whoſe Con- 

{cience, and whoſe Force of Reaſon can curb her warm 
Defires, when Opportunity wou'd raite em: That ſuch a 
Woman may be found, I dare believe. 

Am. lay I believe that from your Soul you ipeak this 
und:iftembled Truth? 

Lewe. Madam, you may. But ſtill you rack me with an 
Amazement! Why am Laſk'd ſo lirange a Queſtion ? 

Vn. 
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Am. I'll give you eaſe immediately. — Since then you 


have allow'd a Woman may be virtuous, How will 
you excule the Man who leaves the Boſom of a Wife ſo 
qualify'd, for the abandon'd Pleaſures of deceitful Proſti- 
tutes? ruins her Fortune! contemns her Countel ! loaths 
her Bed, and leaves her tothe lingring Miſeries of Deipair 
and Love : While, in return of ail thete Wrongs, ſhe, his 
poor forſaken Wife, meditates no Revenge but what her 
piercing Tears, and ſecret Vows to Heav'n for his Con- 
verſion, yield her: Yet ſtill loves on, is conſtant and un- 
ſhaken to the laſt! Can you believe that ſuch a Man can 
live without the Stings of Conſcience, and vet be Xafter 
of his Senſes ! Conſctence ! did you ne'er feel the Checks 
of it? Did it never, never tell you of your broken Vow: ? 

Love. That you ſhou'd aſk me this, confounds my Rca- 
ſon:—And yet your Words are utter'd with ſuch a pow- 
erful Accent, they have awaken'd my Soul, and ſtrike 
my Thoughts with Horror and Remorle. 

[Stands in a fix'd Poſiure. 

Am. Then let me ſtrike you nearer, deeper yet 
But arm your Mind wit gentle Pity firtt, or I am loft 
for ever. | 

Love. Tam all Pity, all Faith, Expectation, and confus'd 
Amazement : Be kind, be quick, and eaſe my Wonder. 

Am. Look on me well: Revive your dead K.mem- 
brance: And oh for pity's ſake, [ Knre/s] hate me not 
for loving long; ſaithtully forgive tais innocent Attempt 
of a deſpairing Paſſion, and 1 ſhall die in quiet. 

Love. Hah ! ſpeak on! [ {mazed. 

Am. It will not be The Word's too weighty for 
my faultring Tongue, and my Soul ſinks beneath the fatal 
Burthen. Oh! [ Falls on the Ground. 

Love. Ha ! the faints! Look up, tair Creature ! beh o14 
a Heart that bleeds for your Di:trefs, and fain wou'd ſhare 
the weight of your oppretiing Sorrows! Oh! thou hatt 
ras'd a Thought within me, that ſhocks my Soul. 

Am. "Tis done! [u,] The Conflict' f att, and 
Heav'n bids me ipeak undaunted. Know then, ev'n all 
the boaſted Raptures of your lat Night's Lo, „o 

nd in your Anand Arms : — I am your Wr'e. 

Love. Hah ! 

Am. For ever bleſo'd cr miicrable, as your next Breath 

lenterce me. Lowe. 
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Love. My Wife! impoſſible! Is ſhe not dead? How 
ſhall I believe thee ? 

Am. How Time and my Afflictions may have alter'd 
me, I know not; but here's an indelible Confirmation, 
[ Bares her Arms.) Theſe ſpeaking Characters, which in 
their cheertul Bloom our early Paſhons mutually re. 
corded. 

Love. Hah ! "tis here: — tis no Illuſion, but my real 
Name; which ſeems to upbraid me as a Witneſs of my 
perjur'd Love:—Oh, I am conſounded with my Guilt, 
and tremble to behold thee. Pray give me leave 
to think. [Turns from her, 

Am. T will: [ Kneels.] But you muſt look upon me 
For only Eyes can hear the Language of the Eyes, and 


mine have ſure the tendereſt Tale of Love to tell, that ever 


Miſery, at the dawn of rifing Hope, cou'd utter. 


Lowe. I have wrong'd you. Oh! riſe ! baſely wrong'd 


you! And can I ſee your Face? 


Am. One kind, one pitying Look cancels thoſe Wrongs 


for ever: And oh! forgive my fond preſuming Paſſion; 
for from my Soul I pardon and forgive you all : All, all 
but this, the greatelt, your unkind Delay ot Love. 

Lowe. Oh! teal my Pardon with thy trembling Lips, 
while with this tender Graſp of fond reviving Love I ſcize 
my Bliſs, and ſtifle all thy Wrongs tor ever. 


[Embraces her. | 


Am. No more, I'll waſh away their memory in 'Tears 
of flowing Joy. 

Lowe. Oh ! thou haſt rouz me from my deep Lethargy 
of Vice! For hitherto my Soul has been enſlav'd to looſe 
Defires, to vain deluding Follies, and Shadows of ſubſtan- 


tial Bliſs: But now I wake with Joy, to find my Rapture 


real. Thus let me kncel and pay my Thanks to her, 
whole conquering Virtue has at laſt ſubdu'd me. Uere 
will I fix, thus proſtrate, ſigh my Shame, ard waſh my 
Crimes in never-ceaſing Pars of Penitence. 

Am. O rife! this Folluie heaps new Guilt on me: 
Now you overpay me. 

Live. Have I not uſed thee like a Villain? For almoſt 
ten long Years depriv'd thee of my Love, and ruin'd all 


thy Fortuue ! But I Will labour, dig, beg, or ftarve, to 


give new Proofs of my urieign'd Affection. : 
2 An 


DD 


= 


SS 


- 


W | 


ot 


The Fool in Iiaſbion. 73 


Am. Forbear this Tendernels, leſt I repent of having 
mov'd your Soul ſo far. You ſhall not need to beg, Heav'n 
has provided for us beyond its common care: Tis now 
near two Years ſince my Uncle, Sir Vi/lam Walt! ir, tent 
you the News of my pretended death; Knowing the x. 
travagance of your Temper, he thought it fit you ſhou'd 
believe no other of me; and about a Month after he had 
ſent you that Advice, poor Man, he dy'd, and left me in 
full poſſeſſic n of Two thouſand Pounds a Year, which I 
now cannot offer as a Gift, becauſe my Duty, and your 
lawful Right, makes you the undiſputed Malter of it. 

Love. How have I labour'd for my own undoing ; 
while, in deſpite of all my Follies, Kind Heav'n re{olv'd 
my Happineis. 

Enter a Servant to Amanda. | 

Serv. Madam, Sir William Miſtarcud has ſent your 
Ladyſhip the Writings you defir'd him, and ſays he'll 
wait on you immediately. 

Ar:. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to withdraw awhile, you 
may inform yourſelf how fair a Fortune you are Mafter 
of. 

Love. None, none that can outweigh a virtuous Mind; 
while in my Arms I thus can circle thee, I graſp more 
Treaſure, than in a Day the poſting Sun can travel o'er. 
Oh! why have I fo long been blind to the Perfections of 
thy Mind and Perſon ? Not knowing thee a Wite, I fourd 
thee charming beyond the Wiſhes ot luxurious Love. Is 
it then a Name, a Word ſhall rob thee of thy Werth ; 
Can Fancy be a furer Guide to Happineſs than Reaton? 
Oh, I have wander'd like a benighted Wretch, and loſt 
myſelf in Life's unpleaſing Journey. ; 

'Twas heed!eſs Fancy, firſt that made me ſtray, 

But Reaſon now breaks forth, and lights me on my vay. 

[ Excunt. 


TheSCENE changes to an Entry, 


Enter three or four Servants. 
ft Serv. Prithee, Tom, make haſte below there; my 
aay has order'd Dinner at. half an hour after One, pre- 
ciſely. Look out ſome of the Red that came in laſt. 
[+ Wo of the Servants hal 8 nap and Amanda's i man 
oat of the Cellar. 
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24 Serv. Come, Sir, come out here, and ſhew your 
Face. 

Nom. Oh, I am undone, ruin'd ! 

24 Serv. Pray, Sir, who are you, an what was your 
Buſinets, and how, in the Devil's Name, came you here! 

Snap. Why truly, Sir, the Fleſh led me to the Cellar. 


Door ; but I believe the Devil puſh'd me in. 
Gentlewoman can inform you better. 

34 Ser. Pray, Mrs. Annc, how came you two toge- 
ther in the Cellar ? 

Mom. Why, he—he—pu—pu—pulPd me in| Sebbirg, 

34 Serv. But how the Devil came he in? 

om. He fe—te—tc—fell in. 

24 Serv. How came he into the Houſe ? 

Mom. I don—do—don't know. 

2d Serv. Ah! you area Crocodile; I thought what was 
the Reaſon I cou'd never get a good Word from you: 
What in a Cellar too! But come, Sir, we vill take care 
of you, however. Bring him along, we will firit carry 
him before mv Lady, and then tois him in a Blanket. 

Snap. Nay, but Gentlemen! dear Gentlemen. E xeunt. 


That 


Enter Loveleſs, Amanda, Elder Worthy, Young Worthy, 
Nazcifla, and Hillaria. 


El. Nr. This is indeed a joyful Day; we mull all con- 
gratulate your Happuicis, 

Am Which while our Lives permit us to enjoy, we 
muſt ſtill reflect with gratitude on the generous Author 
of it. Sic, we owe you more than words can pay you. 

Love. Words are indeed tco weal:, theretore let my 
Gratitude be dumb till it can peak in Actions. 

J. Vor. The Succeis of the Deiign I thought on, 
ſufficiently rewards me. 

Hil. When I reflect upon Amanda's pait A fflictions, 
I cov's. almoſt weep to think c: her unexpected Change 
of Fortune. 

E7.. Wir. Nethinks her fair Example fou'd p-rfuade 
all condant Wives ne'er to repine at unrewa. Jed Virtue. 
Nay, ev'n my Brother being che frit Adviſer of it, bas 
aton'd for all che looteneſs of his Character. 

Lede. | nzver can return his Kin duct. 
2 Nar. 
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Nar. In a ſhort time, Sir, I N you'll meet with 
an Opportunity, if you can find a Receipt to preterve 
Love, after his Honey-Moon's over. 

Love. The Receipt is eaſily found, Madam ; Love's a 
tender Plant which can't live out of a warm Bed: You 
mult take care, with undiſſembled kindneſs, to Keep him 
from the Northern Blaſt of Jcalouly. 

Nar. But I have heard, your experienc'd Lovers make 
uſe of Coldneſs, and that's more agreeable to my Incli- 
nation. 

Love. Coldneſs, Madam, before n like throw - 
ing a little Water upon a clear Fire, makes it burn the 
fercer; but after Marriage, you mult ſtill take care to 
lay on freſh Fuel. 

Nar. Oh fie, Sir! How many Examples have we of 
Mens hating their Wives for being too fond of em? 

Lowe. No wonder, Madam : You may ſtifle a Flame, 
by heaping on too great a Load. 

Nar. Nay, Sir, it there be no other way of deſtroying 
his Paſſion tor me, he may lcve till Doomiday. 

El. li ar. Humh ! don't you ſmell Powder, Gentlemen? 
Sir Novelty is not far off. 

Lowe. What not our Fellow-Collegian, I hope, that 
was expell'd the Univerſity for beating the Proctor? 

Fl. Ii ar. The fame. 

Love. Does that Weed grow ſtill? 

El. Wir. Ay, faith, and as rank as ever, as you ſhall 
ſee ; for here he comes. 

Enter Sir Novelty. 

Sir Now. Ladics, your humble Servant. Dear Lowel:/, 
let me embrace thee, I amoverjoy'd at thy good Fortune : 
Stop my Vitals, —the whole Town rings of it already 
My Lady Tattle-torgue has tii'd a pair oi Horſes in ſpread- 
ing the News about. Hearing, Gentlemen, that you were 
all met upon an extraordinary good Occaſion, 1 cou'd not 
reſt this Opportunity of joining my Joy with yours: 
For you muit know I am | 

Nar. Marry'd, Sir! 


Sir NS. To my Liberty, Madam! I have juſt parted 
from my Miſtreſs. 


4 And pray, Sir, how do you find vour ſelf after 


Sir Nov. 
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Sir New. The happieſt Man alive, Madam; Pleaſant! 
Eaſy ! Gay! Light! and Free as Air: Ha! [Capers.] I 
beg your Ladyſhip's _—_ Madam, but upon my Soul 
I cannot conſine my Rapture. 

Nar. Are you 1o indifferent, Sir ? 

Sir Now. Oh! Madam, ſhe's engag'd already to a 
Temple Beau! I ſau em in a Coach together, ſo fond! 
and bore it with as unmov'd a Countenance, as Tom 
Worthy does a thund'ring Jeſt in a Comedy, when the 
whole Houle roars at it. 

Y. Wor. Pray, Sir, what occaſion'd your Separation! 

Sir Now. Why this, Sir:—You muſt know, the being 
ſtill poſſeſo d with a brace of implacable Devils, cal!'d Re- 
verge and Jealouſy, dogg'd me this Morning to the Cho- 
colate-l.oule, where I was oblig'd to leave a Letter for a 
young fooliſh Girl, that—(you'll excuſe me, Sir ;) which 
I had no ſooner deliver'd to the Maid of the Houſe, but 
whip! ſhe ſnatches it out of her Hand, flew at her like a 
Dragon, tore off her Headcloths, flung down three or four 
Sets of Lemonade-glaſles, daſh'd my Lond WWhiffes Cho- 
colate in his Face, cut him over the Noſe, and had like 
to have ſtrang d me in my own Steinkirk. | 

Love. Pray, Sir, how did this end? 

SirNew. Comically, ſtop my Vitals ! for in the Cloud of 
Powder that ſhe had batter'd out of the Beau's Periwigs, 
J ſtole away: After which, I tent a Friend to her with an 
Offer, which ſhe readily accepted (three hundred Pounds 
a yearduring Life) provided ſhe wou'd renounce all Claims 
to me, and reſign my Perſon to my own Diipoſal. 

El. Wor. Methinks, Sir Novelty, you were a little too 
extravagant in your Settlement, conſidering how the Price 
of Women is fallen, 

Sir av. Therefore I did it, to be the firſt Man 
ſhou'd raile their Price: For the Devil take me, the Wo- 
men of the Fown 1 ow come down ſo low, that my very 
Fcotman, while he kept my place other Day at the Play- 
houſe, carry'd a Mask out of the Side-box with him, and, 
ſtop my Vuals, the Rogue is now taking Phy ſick for't. 

Enter the Servants with Snap. 
1/t Serv. Come, bring him along there. 
ove. How now ! hah ! Sah in hold? Pray let's know 
the Buſineſs; releaſe him, Gentlemen. 
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7 Serv. Why, an't pleaſe vou, Sir, this Fellow was 
taken in the Cellar with my Lady's Woman: She fays 
he kept her in by Force, ard was rude to her : She 
ſtands crying here withcut, and begs ker I. ad) ſhip to do 
her Juſtice. 

Am. Mr. Lowelrſs, we are both the occaſion of this 
Misfortune ; and for the poor Girl's Reputation-fake, 
ſomething ſhou'd be done. 

Love. Snap, aniwer me directiy, have you lain with 
this poor Girl ? 

Snap. Why truly, Sir, imagining vou were doing little 
leſs with my Lady, I mutt confeis 1 did commit Fami- 
liarity with her, or fo, Sir. 

Love. Then you mall marry her, Sir! No Reply, 
unleſs it be your Promile. 

Snap. Marry her! O Lord, Sir, after I have lain with 
her? Why, Sir! how the Devil can you think a Man 
can have any Stomach to his Dinner, after he has had 
three or four Slices off the Spit ? 

Lowe. Well, Sirrah ! to renew your Appetite, and be- 
cauſe thou haſt been my cid Acquaintance, I'll you thee 
an hundred Pounds with ker, and thirty Pounds a year 
during Life, to ſet you up in ſome honeſt Employment. 

Snap. Ah! Sir, now I underſtand you: Heav'n reward 
pu! Well, Sir, I partly find that the genteel Scenes of our 

ves are pretty well over ; aud I thank Heav'n, that I 
have ſo much Grace left, that ] can regent, when ] have 
no more opportunities of being wicked - Come, Spouſe, 
[She enters] here's my Hand, the reſt of my Body ſhall 
be forth coming. Ah! little did my Maſter and I think 
laſt Night that we were robbing our own Orchards. 

| [ Exeunt. 

EI. Wor, Brother, ſtand upon your guard; here ccmes 

Sir William. 
| Enter Sir William Wiſewoud. 

Sir Ni. Joy, Joy to you all. Madam, I congratulate 
your good Fortune. Well, my dear Rogue, muſt not I 
give thee Joy, too? ha! 

J. Wor. If you pleaſe, Sir: But I confeſs I have more 
than I deſerve already. | 
Sir Fil. And art thou marry'd ? 

T. Wir. Yes, Sir, I am marry'd. 
| vir 
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Sir Nil. Odio, I am glad on't : I dare (wear thou do'f 
not grudge me the 5000 /. 

T. Mor. Not I, really, Sir: You have given meallm 
Soul could with for, but the addition of a Father's Blei. 
ſing. [ Kneels xvith Narciſſa. 

Sir Hi Humh! what do'ſt thou mean? I am none of 
thy Father. 

J. Wir. This Lady is your Daughter, Sir, I hope. 

Sir WH 71. Prithee get up! prithee get up! thou art ark 


mad! True, I believe ſhe may be my Daughter: Well, 


and ſo, Sir! 

Y. Vr If ſte be not, I'm certain ſhe's my Wife, Sir. 

Sir V Humi.! Mr. Worthy, pray, Sir, do me the 
Favour to help me to underiiand your Brother a little: 
Do you kno. any thing of his being married? 

El. Wir. Then, without any abuie, Sir Milliam, ke 
marry'd your Daughter this very Morning, not an Hour 
ago, Sir. 

Sir 7]. Pray, Sir, whoſe Conſent had you? Who 
advi''d you to it? 

Y. Wor. Our mutual Love, and your Conſent, Sir; which 
theſe Writings entitling her to a thouſand Pounds a year, 
and this Bond, whereby you have oblig'd your ſelf to pay 
me five thouſand Pounds on our day of Marriage, are 
ſufficient Proofs of. | 

Sir Wil. He, he! I gave your Brother ſuch a Bond, 
Sir? 

Y. Mer. You did ſo; but the Obligation is to me: 
Look there, Sir. 

Sir Wi]. Very good! this is my Hand, I muſt con- 
feſs, Sir: And what then? 

Y. Nor. Why then, I expect my five thouſand Pounds, 
Sir: Pray, Sir, do you know my Name ? 

Sir Vil. I am not drunk, Sir; I am ſure it was Worthy, 
and Fack, or Tom, or Dick, or ſomething. 


Y. He,. No, Sir, I'll ſhew you tis Hilliam; look 


yu there, Sir: You ſhow'd have taken more care of the 
awyer, vir, that fill'd up the Bank. 
EI. W7r. So, now his Eyes are open. 
Sir V. And have you marry'd my Daughter againſt 
my Conſent, and trick'd me out of five thou and Pounds, 
ir? 


Eil. 
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Hil. His Brother, Sir, has marry'd me too with my 
Coment, as. d I am not trick'd out of He thouſand Pounds. 

Sir Wil. Intult ng Witch! Look ye, Sir, I never had a 
ſub antiai Cauie to ue angry in my Life before: But now 
| lave Reaſon un my nde, | willindulge my Indignation 
melt immoderately : I mult contels, I rave not patience 
to waic the flow Redre!s of a tedious Law-tun; there- 
fore am r:iolv'd to right myſelf the neareſt way 
Draw, draw, Sir: You mai not enjoy my five thouſand 
Pounds, tho' I fling as much more after it, in procuring a 
Pardon for killing you. [ They hold him. ] Let me co. ne 
at him! I'll] murder tim! PI cut him! Pl tear him, I'II 
broil him, and cat him a Rogue! a Dog! a curied Dog! 
a cut throat, murdering Dog! 

El. War. O he, Sir Milliam, how monſtrous is this 
Pailion ? 

Sir Wil. You havediſarm'd me, but I ſhall find a time 
to poiſon him. 

we. Think better on't, Sir W:!/:am, your Daughter 
has marry'd a Gentleman, and one whote Love cnhtides 
him to her Per:on. 

Sir Nil. Ay, but the five thouiand Pounds, Sir! Why 
the very Report of his kaving iuca a Fortunc, will ruin 
him. I'Il warrant you, within this Week he will have 
more Duns at L io Chamber in a \[orning, tl.an a gaming 
Lord after a good Night ac tae Groom-Porter's, vt a i'4.ch 
ufon the fourth Day of his new Play. 1 thall never be 
picaled with paying it againit my own Content, Sir. 
Hil. Yet you wou'd have had me done it, Sir Hl. 
But, however, I heartily with you wou'd az irce'y forgive 
Mr. Wer thy, as 1 do you, Sir. 

Sir Wil. I muſt confeſs, this Girl's Good-rature makes 
me aſham'd of what I have offer: But, Mr. Acre, I 

did not expect tuck U ag from a Nan of your Character; 
L always wok you tor a Gentleman. 

EI. War. You ſhall find me no other, Sir. Brother, 
a Word with \ cu. 

Love. Sir William, I have ome Obligation tothi Gen- 
Leman, and have lo great a Confidence in your Daughter's 
M. ru and his Love, that 1 here promi. e to return you 
your kive thouland Pounds, i: after the expiration of one 

Ycar, 
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Year, you are then diſſutisfy'd in his being your Son- in- 
law. 

Y. Wor. But fee, Brother, he has foreſtal'd your Pur. 

ole. 

EI. Nor. Mr. Loveleſs, you have been before-hand with 
me, but you muſt give me leave to offer Sir Nu m my 
joint Security for what you promiſed him. 

Love. With all my heart, Sir: Dare you take our 
Bonds, Sir W:!/;am ? 

Y. Hor. Hold, Gentlemen! I ſhou'd bluſh to be obligd 


to that degree Therefore, Sir Willtam, as the tirit proof 


of that Reipect and Duty I owe a Father, I here, unask'd, 
retun your Bond, and will henceforth expect nothing 
from you, but as my Conduct ſhall deſerve it. 

Am. This is indeed a generous Act; methinks 'twere 
pity it ſhould go unrewarded. 

Sir . Nay, now you vanquiſh me; after this, I can't 
ſuſpect your future Conduct: There, Sir, 'tis yours, I 
acknowledge the Bond, and with you all the happinef 
of a bridal Bed. Heav'ns Bleſſing on you both : Now 
riie, my Boy; and let the World know twas I tet you 
upon your Legs again. 

Y. Wor. I'll tudy to deſerve your Bounty, Sir. 

Love. Now, Sir Willian, you have ſhewn yourſelf a 
Father. This prudent Action has {ecur'd your Daughter 
from the uſual Conſequence of a ſtol'n Marriage, a Parent's 
Curie. Now ſhe muſt be happy in her Love, while you 
have ſuch a tender care on't. 

Am. Tais is indeed a happy Meeting: We all of us 
have drawn our ſeveral Prizes in the Lottery of human 
Lite ; therefore I beg our Joys may be united : Not one 
of us malt part this Day. The Ladies Þ'll intreat my 
Gueſts. 

Love. The reſt are mine, and I hope will oſten be {o. 

Am. Ti vet teo ſoon to dine: therefore, to divert us 
in the mean time, what think you of a little Muſick ? the 
Subject perhaps not improper to this Occaſion. 


je. 


The 


EI. Wor. "Twill oblige us, Madam; ve are all Lovers 
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he SCENE draws, and diſcovers Lov x 
ſeated on a Throne, attended with a 
CHORUS. 


F A M E. 
1 IL Hail! wiftorious Love! 
Ta whom all Hearts beloxw, 
IWith no l Pleajure bexw, 
Than to the thund ring Jove, 
The happy; Souls above. 


Ch. Hall ! Se.. 
Enter REASON. 


REASON. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, fond Fools, your empty Noth 
And follow not ſuch idle Toys . 
Love gives you but ajhort-liw'd Blij;, 
But I bejtoxo immartal Happine/+. 


„. 
Rebellious Reaſon, talk ng more; 
Of all my Slawes, I thee abbor ; 
But thou, aias! dſt ftr in wain 
Ta free the Lover from a pleaſing Chain; 
In jpite of Reaſon, Love /hall live and reigu. 
Cho. In ſpite, Oc. 
A Nariial Symphony. 
Enter HON OU R. 
What Wretch would follow Love's Alarms, 
IJ hen Honour's Trumpet ſounds ts Arms ! 
Hark ! how the varlike Not. inſpire 


In evi Breaft a glowing Fire! 


Re $ of © 
Hark ! how: it fevells with Love aud foft Deſire ! 


HON OU AN. 
Behold, behold the marry State, 
By thee too ſoon betray'd, 
Repenting now tao late, 


Fer 
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Euter MARRIAGE avith his Joe. 


MARRIAGE. 
O tell me cruel God of Love, 
Why didjt thou my Thoughts poſſeſs 
With an eternal Round of Happineſs ? 
And jet alas! I lead a wretched Life, 
Doom'd to this galling Yoke, —the Emblem of a Wife ! 


LOVE. 
Ungrateful Wretch ! how dar'ſt thou Love upbraid? 
T gave thee Raptures in the bridal Bed. 


MARRIAGE. 
Long fince, alas! the airy Viſion's fled, 
And I, with <wandring Flames my Paſſion fi eil. 
O tell me, pow'rful God, 
Where I ſhall fird 
My fermer Peace of Mind ? 


LOVE. 
Where firſt I promis'd thee a happy Life, 
There thou ſhalt find it in a virtuous Wife. 


LOVE and FAME. 
Go home, unhapp; Wretch, and mourn 
For all thy guilty Paſſion paſt ; 
There thou ſhalt thoſe Foys return, 
Wiich foal for ever, evir laſt. 


End with the firſt Chorus. 


Lowe. Tas generouſly deſign'd, and all my Life to 
come ſhall ſhew how I approve the Moral. Oh! Amanda! 
once mor receive me to thy Arms; and while I am there, 
let all the World confeſs my Happincis. By my Example 
taught, let every Man, whote Fate has bound him to a 
marry'd Lif , beware of letting looſe hi: wild Deſires: For 
if Experience may be allow'd to judge, I mult proclaim 
the Folly of a vondring Paſſion. The greateſt Happinels 
we can hope on Earth, 

Aud jure the neoref* to the To's above, 
1s the chufte Lufture of a virtuous Lowe. 
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M. DCC. XXXVI. 


To the moiſt Noble the 


MARQUIS of KEWVT, 


Lord Chamberlain of Her MajesTy's 
Houſhold, Sc, 


HE utmoſt Succeſs I ever prope:'d from this 
Play, was, that it might reach the Talle of a few 
good * and from thence plead a fort of Title to 
your Lordſhip's Protection: And, if the moſt juſt and 
candid Criticks are not the greateſt Flatterers, I have 
not fail'd in my Propolal. As for thole Gentlemen that 
thruſt themſelves forward upon the Stage before a croud- 
ed Audience, as if they retolv'd to play themſelves, and 
fave the Actor the Trouble of preſenting them; they in- 
deed, as they are above Inſtruction, to they ſcorn to be 
diverted by it, and will as ſoon allow me a good Voice, 
a a Genius. I did not intend it ſhould entertain any, 
that never come with a Delſiga to fit out a Play; and there- 
fore, without being much mortified, am content ſuch 
Perſons ſhou'd diſlike it. If 1 would have been leſs in- 
ſiruſtive, I might eaſily have had a louder, tho' not a 
more valuable Applauſe. But I ſhall always prefer a fixt 
and general Attention before the noiſy Roars of the Gal- 
lery. A Play without a juſt Moral, is a poor and tri- 
val Undertaking; and 'tis from the Succeſs of ſuch 
Pieces, that Mr. Collier was furniſh'd with an Advas- 
ageous Pretence of laving his unmerciful Axe to the 
dot of the Stage. Gaming is a Vice, that has undone 
more innocent Principles, than any one Folly that's in 
Falhion, therefore I choſe to expole it to the Fair Sex 
m its moſt hideous Form, by reducing a Woman of 
Honour to ſtand the preſumptuous Addreſſes of a Man, 
Yom neither her Vertue or Inclination wou'd let her 
ve the leaſt Taſte to: Now 'tis not impoflble but 
A ſome 


EPISTLE DEDICATORY. 


ſome Man of Fortune, who has a handſome Lady, aud f 14" 
great deal of Money to throw away, may from this ttartling} Para 
hint think it worth his while to find his Wite ſome e und 
hazardous Diverſion. It that ſhould ever happen, my Ea my 

| 


of writing this Play is aniwer'd ; and if it may boalt of any 
Favours trom the 1 own, I now muit own they are entirely 
owing to your Lordthip's Protection of the "Theatre. Pq, 
without a Union ct tte belt Actors, it muit have been im. 
poſſible for it to have receix'd a tolerible Jutlice in the Per. 
tormance. 

The Stage has for many Years, till late, groan'd undal PP 
the greateti Diſcourage ments, which have been very much} er 
if not wholly owing to the NMitmanagement or Avarice d 
thoſe that have aukwardly govern'd it. Great Sums han 
been ventur'd upon empty Prejects, and Hopes of immode 
rate Gains; and when thoſe Hopes have faiPd, the Loſs ha Cho 
been tyrannically deducted out of the Actors Salary. Ant 


if your Lordſhip had not redeem'd 'em, they were very ner Mer 
being wholly laid aſide, or at lcaſt, the Uſe of their Labog from 
was to be ſwallow'd up, in the pretended Merit of Singiny the 
and Dancing. I don't offer this as a Reflection upon My - 


tick (for | allow and feel its Charms) but it has been the 
Misfortune of that, as well as Foctry, to have been to 
long in the hands of thoſe, whoſe 'Tatte and Fancy are ut 
terly inſenſible of their Ute and Power. And tho' you 
Lordſhip foreſaw, and Experience tells us, that bet 
Diverſions wou'sd be better enccurag'd under their ſepant 
Endeavours, yet this was a Scheme, that cou'd never be 
beat into the impenetrable Heads of thoſe that migit 
have honeſtly paid the Labouzers their Hire, and pu 
the Profits of both into their own Pockets. Nay, even 
the Opera, tho' the Town has neither grudg'd it Pay 
nor Equipage, from either the Wiltulneis or Ignorance 
of the ſame General, we ice, was nut able to take the 
Field till December. | 
My Lord, there is nothing difficult to a Body of E 
liſp. People, when they are unanimous, and well com- 
manded : And though your Lordſhip's Fenderneſs of op- 
prefling is fo very jult, that you have rather Ray'd to con- 
vince a Man of your good Intentions to him, than to 
do him ev'n a Service againſt his Will: Yet fince your 
Lorddbip 


EPISTLE DEDICATORY:. 
Lerdihup has ſo happily begun the Eſtabliſhment of the ſe- 


iverſions, we live in Hope, that the ſame Juſtice 
and Reſolution will ſtill perſuade you to go as luccelsfully 
through with it. 

But while any Man is ſuffer'd to confound the Induſtry 
ad Uſe of 'em, by acting publickly, in Oppoſition to your 
Lordſhip's equal Intentions, under a falſe and intricate Pre- 
'F tence of not being able to comply with 'em; the Town is 
likely to be more entertain'd with the private Diſſenſions. 
than the publick Performance of either, and the Attors in a 
inde} perpetual Fear and Neceſſity of petitioning your Lordſhip 
every Seaſon for new Relief. 

To ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd is the firſt Mark of Greatneſs, 
hav 2nd your Lordſhip is eminently diſtinguifl”d for a Virtue 
that certainly claims the next Place to it. The difintcreſted 
dal Choice and Manner of your Lordſhip's diſpoſing Places in 
An jour Gift, are Proofs that vou always have the Claims of 

Merit under your firſt and tendereſt Conſideration. And 
boy from the Aſſurance of this Thought, my Lord, the Stage, 
gin the Poets, and the Players, lay their Cauſe, their Hopes, 
My ud utmoſt Expectations at Your Lordſhip's Lest for Sup- 
th} fort and Protection. I am, 


your My Lon o, 
_ 77 Lordfbip's moſt Humble, 


p& b art 11 Oelen. Servant, 
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FROLOGU-E 


Ice Plays are but the Mirrours F our Lives, 

Ard ſyon or late Mankind are chain'd to Wives ; 
Since thoſe dijſelveleſs Fetters tos, muſt be 
Our greateſt Happineſs or Miſiry ; 
What Subject ought, in Reaſon, more to pleaſe ye, 
Than an Attempt to make th:ſe Chains fit eaſy ? 
Tho" in the Nooſe ſo many Sculs ſcem' d curſt, 
Pray who's in Fault ? For u ben ycu ve ſaid your worſt, 
You all did feel its Happineſs at firſt, 
Jherefore our Auther drew you once the Life 
Of Careliſi Husband, and Enduring Wife, 
Who by her Patience (ebe much out of Faſhion) 
Retrievw d, at laſt, her Wanderer's Inclination, 
Yet fome there are, who ill arraipn the Play, 
At ber tame Temper fhock'd, as who fhon'd jay —— 
The Price, for a duil Husvand, was tos much to pay, 
Had he been flrinsled ſiceping, ul ſbeu d burt ye ? 
When ſo provok'd Revenge bad been a Virtue, 
ell then to do bis former Meral Rig bt, 
Or ſet ſuch Meaſures in a fairer Licht, 
He gites you now a Wife, be's ſure's in Faſhion, 
M bee Wrongs uſe megern Means for Refaration, 
No Foil, that wil! ber Life in Sufferings waſte, 
But furious, preud, and inſelently chaſte ; 
Who more in Honour jealous, than in Lewe, 
Reſalves Reſentment ſhall ber Wrongs remove : 
Nat to be cheated with bis civil Face, 
But ſcorns his Falſhcod, and to prove him baſe, 
Mobb d up in Hack triumphant doggs bim to the Place, 
Theſe mediſh Meaſures, we preſume, you'll capn, 
Are oft whas Wives of Gallantry bude done; 
But if their Conſequence ſhou'd meet the Curſe 
Of making a previk'd Aerion worſe, 
Then you bis former Moral muſt alloto, 
Or cwwn the Sctyr juſt be ſhews you now. 
Some ct Fer Follies too, our Secnes preſent, 
Seme warn the Fair from Gaming, when extravagant. 
But when undone, you ſee the dreadſul Stake, 
That bard-preſs'd Virtue is reduc'd to make ; 
Teint not the Terrors you behold ter in, 
Are rudely drawn t expoſe what bas been ſcen; 
Pit, as the friendly Muſe's tend'reft way, 
io /:t ber Dangers wern you from the Depth of Play. 
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Spolen oy Mr. CI BBE R. 


JM thinking, ulen fer Plays are gaite cry d die, 
(As nothing's flrange in this reviiung own, 

Tho) what the latter Age 1 ad hou t amazins,) 

What we poor Save foal! do wten td a Gram: 7s 

Pertaps great Cæſar, wh; the Wcrid commanded, 

May ſnuff the Opera Cardics when d:shanded : 

fad preud Roxana, from her i b Diſdain, 

Me wilely ftorp to ſpread Toftiila's Train, 


Nat but cur Women may fee better Lives, 


Aud make ſome honeſt Citti—=(troth !)—comfortalie If ict. 


Lt no fair Darſe! think tits [aid © affront ber, 2 
(For bete ſcc er the Sta; e Hopes may unt her) 5 
Beauty may drive as pecd a Trade behind the Cruntor, 


4 bere® ſome Chopman, * there e Heads with Sr. {The Pie and 
May give, and feel, ſcre Procfs befere this time te-morrow, [ Gallery. 
But I, whoſe Beauty only 1s Grimace, 

Have no ſuch Proſpe&s from this batchet Face. 

All I can do muſt be 


With bumble Ale, aud Teaft, round Sea-Coa! Fire, 5 


At Nights my penſi vs Su 0, and Bratt : inſpire, 

With Taggs of Crambo Rbimes, and tack em to tb' Italian Lyre. 
Nay, een when Hunger prompts em for Relief, 
Pit make em atk for Fed in Recitative: 

4 thus, [Sings in Recitative.] “ Mamma 


Well! bat, what 
[Lise you mutter Y 
Pray cut me a great Piece of Bread and Butter. 
[Then this to the Air of Yes, yes, tis all I wart, &c.] 
There's all you are like to hare, 
Ner can you ask for Supper ; 
"Tis cut quite round the Leaf, 
"Tis under fide, and upper. 
0 brows in time, but this in Bills inſerted, 
May crcud a Houſe, toben Shakeſpear is deſerted, 
Or ſay that I my ſelf 
nce painced Nature no Recruits will bring n, 
bru'd een, in Spite of Nature, flick to Singing, 
9 Price, tit true, the Giply's but unkind to, 
thats a Fault you ev'ry Day are blind to. 
the if I change m Name, that balf will win ye, 
0! the oft Sound of Sergnior Cibberini. 
| A 3 Imagi:.- 


EPILOGUE. 


[navine then, that thus with amorcus Air 

e you Rapturet, wh1le Juul Deſpair. 

I this wcon't do, D'll try another Touch, 

Half French, ſome Engliſh, and a fpice of Dutch, 
New, Sirs, yen ve ſeen the utmoſt I can do, 

As Peet, Player, and as Song fter tos; 

But if yeu can't allow my Vice inviting, 


Zen let me live by Acting, and by Writing, 


[Sings Iralian, 


[ Sings in brokey 
[ Englif, 


= @ V.Y 
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| 
Wife's Reſentment. 


OT 
— 


SCENE, Ird Wronglove's Aterlineut. 


Lord Wronglove ahine, muſin;. 
Ld. Wrong. ARE Vit ( abundance of 
V. other Men of (Quality's Wives 


c : are is a miicrabie Wo- 

| XN man: Ae k her the Reaſon, ſhe'il 

yl EE tell you— [1ulband : 

ADDY Aſk me, I ſay, Wife—all's en- 


trely owing to her own T emper, 
Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. | 

Mrs, Hart/. My Lady deſires to know if your Lordſhip 
pleaſes to ſpare her the Chariot this Morning? 

Ld. Wrong. Hah! that's as much as to lay, I have a mind 
to gueſs when, and how you go out this Morning. { A/ide.] 
Well, the Chariot is at her Service: [ £x:it. Hari. ] I his conti- 
A 4 nual 
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r:ual Jealouſy is inſup portable What's to be done with her 

hat's her Complaint? Who's the Aggreſſor? I'll een refs 
the matter fairly to my own Conſcience, and if ſhe caſts me 
there, I'll do her Juſtice; if not, tho" the Coſt were ten time 
hers, I'!] make myſelf eaſy for the reſt of my Life 


Let me lee, as to the Fact I'm charg'd with, iz, 
That I have feloniouſly embezzled my Inclinations amon 
the rough and imocth Converſation of ſeveral undaunted 
Gentlewomen, and ſo forth. That, I think, ſince 
it muſt be prov'd againſt me, I had beſt plead guilty to 


Be it ic Very well !———— A terrible Charge 
indeed: And now 


Enter Bruſh, 


Bruſh. My Lady deſires to know if your Lordihip plea- 
les to dine at home to-day ? 

Ld. Nong. Right! Ancther gentle Enquiry. [Aids.] 
Why tell ker 'tis impoſſible to gueis, but her Lady ſhi p may 
do as ſne pleaſes. [Exit Bruſb.] But go on,- Now 
let's hear the Defendant, and then proceed to Judgment 
and Damages. Well! the Defendant ſays, that 'tis true 
he was in lcve with Madam up to her proud Heart's Wiſhes, 
but hope d that Marriage was his end of Servitude, that then 
her wile Relerve, her Pride, and other fine Ladies Airs 
wou'd be all laid aſide No - her Ladyſhip was 
fill the ſame unccnquer'd Heroine : If being endur'd could 
give me Happineſs, 'twas mine; if not, ſhe knew herſelf, 
and ſhou'd not bend below her Sex's Value. I bore this 
long, then urg'd her Duty; that this Reſerve of Humour 
was inconſiſlent with her being a Friend, a Wife, or a 
Companion. She ſaid *twas Nature's fault, and 
T but talk'd in vain. Upon this I found my Patience 
began to have enough on't ; ſo I &en made her Invincible- 


ſhip a low Bow, and told her, I wou'd diſpoſe of my time 


in Pleaſures, which were a little more come-at-able ; which 
Pleaſures I have tound, and ſhe has found out, but 
truly ſhe won't bear it: And tho? ſhe ſcorn'd to love, ſhe'll 
condeſcend to hate; ſhe'll have Redreſs, Revenge, and Re. 
paration ; ſo that if I have a mind to be eaſy at home, | 


need but tremble at her Anger, down on my Knees, con- | 


feſs, beg pardon, promiſe Amendment, keep my Word, 
and the Bus'neſs is done. 


Now venerable, human Con- 
ſcience. 
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ſcience, ſpeak, muſt I do this only to purchaſe what the 
Greatneſs of her Soul has taught me to be indifferent to? Am 
bound to faſt, becauſe her Ladyſhip has no Appetite ? Shall 
Threats and Brow-beatings fright me into Fikice, where 


my own Will's a Law? No, no, ro, poſitively 
no — — 'm Lord of my own Heart ſure, and who- 


ever thinks to enter at my Humour, ſhall ſpeak me very 
fair Molt generous Conſcience, I give you Thanks 
for this Deliverance! And ſince I'm poſitive, Pve little 
Nature on my fide too, Madam may now go on with her 
noble Reſentment it the pleaſes. 

Enter Bruſh. 

Bruſh. Lord George Brilliant gives his Service, and if 
your Lordſhip's at leiſure he'II wait upon you. 

Ld. Wrong. Give my Service, ſay I ſhall be glad to ſee 
him. [ Exit Bruſh. 
Dye hear! Bub [ Bru/h returns. 

Bruſh. My Lord! 

Ld. Wrong. Is the Footman come back yet? 

Bruſh. Yes, my Lord he call'd at Vhite's, but there's no 
Letter for your Lordſhip. 

Ld. Wrong. Very well. [Exit Bruſh. 
I can't imagine the meaning of it, Sure I havn't play'd 
with this Baby-fac'd Girl 'till I'm in love with her; and yet 
her diſappointing me yeſterday does not flip fo eaſily through 
my Memory, as things of this gentle nature us'd to do. 
A very Phlegmatick Symptom — And yet, it ſhe had come, 
'tis ten to one, the greateſt Relief ſhe cou'd have given me, 
wou'd have been a fair Excuſe to get rid of her Hum! 
ay, ay, all's ſafe ———— She has only flirr'd my Pride 
Ifind, my Heart's as ſound as my Conltitution, and 
yet her not coming, nor excuſing it, puzzles me. | 

Enter Bruſh. 

Bru. A Letter for your Lordſhip. 

Id. Vrong. Who brought it? 

Bruſh. Snug the Chair-man. 

Id. Vreng. O! tis right, now we fall be let into the 


(Reads.) 
Win't beg your Par don for not coming veſterday, becau ſe it acaa 
not my Fault, but indeed I'm ſorry I could not. 
4 5 Kind 
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Kind however, tho' 'tis poſſible ſhe may Iye too. 

To be ſhort, old Teizer ſmoaks the Buſineſs, pols 
By her fiyle, the Child ſeems to have a great Genius fer 
Iniquity : But who the Duce is old Teizer ? O ! that mu 
be her Uncle Sir Friendly Moral! Smoaks the Buſineſs, paß! 
Very well. 

For he arateb d me all Day, as if be had been in lu 
wwith me himſelf: But you may depend upon me thi 
Afternoon about fre, ar the ſame Place, till when, 
«ar Diſmal adi. 


[Tears the Letter, 
Well ſaid! I-gad, this Girl will debauch me! what pity tis, 
her Perſon does not ſpread like her Underitanding—But ſte 
is one of Eve's own Siſters, born a Woman Bid the Fellow 
Ray for an Anſwer. [Exit Bruſh, 


Euter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 


Hart, My Lady deſires to know, if your Lordſhip plex | 
tes to drink any Tea? | 

Ld. Wrong. I Afede ] What a Meſs of Impertinence hare 
T had this Morning ' But I'll make my Advantage of this 
Pray thank your Lady, and tell her I defire ſhe'll be pleasd 
to come and drink ſome with me. { Exit Hariſ.] When a Van 
has a little private Folly upen bis hands, tis prudent to keep 
his Wife in good Humour, at leatt, till the Frailty's thorough- 
{y committed. [Ext | 


Erter Lady Wrorglove and Bruſh. 


ta. Yong. Where's my Lord 
Bruſh. | believe he's writing in his Cloſet, Madzm ; it 
vour Ladyſhip pleaſes il go and lee. 


La. Wrong. No, ſtay [l———— —yat | 
without. | | 
Brit. Tealous, by Futiter ; I muſt look mop. 7 ee. 

Efres. 


La. Teng. Writing ! then I am confirm'd ! Not a Day 
paſſes wuhout ſome freſh Diicovery of tis Perf diouſneſ. 
This uſage is beycnd Patience—Sure Men think that Wives | 
are Stoclłs or Stones, without all Senſe of Injuries, or only born, 
and bound to bear'em But finde iis Villanies want the Ex- 


cuſe o my deſerving tnem, V1 ict him fee I dare reſent ems 
I orght, Ti prov, em ür, and then retenge'em with my | 
| Scorn | 
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Scorn— Hum ! what's here, a torn Letter! ha 
this Hand is new! O! my Patience! ſome freſh, ſome un- 


diſcover'd Slut! Here '! Harijoora ! 
Entry Hartſhorn. 


Go to the Door this Minute, and tell the impudent Fellow 
there, that my Lor J ſays the Letter requires no Aniwer ; 
and if he offers to bring any more, he'll have his Limbs 
broke. 

Brus. [ Behind.) Ha! this was a lucky difcovery ; be- 
tween my Lord, or my Lady, it's hard if 1 don't mend my 
Place by it. 

La. Wrong. It is not yet ſo torn, but I may read it 
'Twill coit his Wit ſome trouble to evade tiiis Proof, I'm ſure 
— I'll have it pied, and fend it him 
P11 let him fee I know him ſtill A bate, a mean 
Auh! now he's nauſeous to me. 

[Exit Lady Wrong. 


Re-enter Lerd Wronglove Tit: a Letter. 


Ld. Hrorg. Here give this to the Porter. 

Bruſh. Ny Lord, the Porter's gone. [Sriling. 

Ld. Vreng. Gone! how fo! What does the Fellow lneer 
at * 

Bryſb. Ny Lord, I beg vour Lordſtüp's Pardon for my 
Boldneſs, but perhaps it may be more u etul to you than my 
Silence; I ſaw ſomething that happen'd juſt now 

Ld. Wrong. What's the matter ? 

Brujb. While your Lordilip w*s writiag within, my 
Lady, I fancy'd by her Looks, ſuſpected fometiing by Sxzp”s 
being at the Door (for ſhe enquires every MortaPs Bufine's 
that comes to {peak with your Lerafhip) but here the came, 
and bid me go out of the Room. Upon wich I mace bold to 
watch her at the Door, where | {aw her pick up the Pieces 
of that Letter your Lordihip tore juſt now ; and then ſhe Pew 
into a violent Paſſion, and ccdet's the Poricr t be ieut away 
without his Anſwer. 

Ld. Vong. No matter, you know where to ſiad lam? 

Bruſh. Yes, my Lord, he plie- at /Z © 1, 


Ld. Wrong. Run after hint guck, tell hun it was a Miſ- 


take, and that's hi, Anſwer. | "4-466 L. . Fx 
Bruſh] Let me (:2-—- | al seitainl hear of: this 
1 | Let. er 
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Letter from my Wife; and 'tis probable her Pride will have 
as much Pleaſure in reproaching me, as her Good-nature 


would in finding me innocent I mutt take care 
not to let her grow upon me To bear the open In- 
ſolence of a Wife, is a Puniſhment, that exceeds both the 
Crime and the Pleaſure of any Favours the Sex can give ug, 
— But why am I fo apprehenſive of a poor Wo. 
man's being out of humour? My Gravity for the matter 
would be as ridiculous as her Paſſion The work 
on't is, that in our matrimonial SquaÞbles, one ſide's gene. 
rally forc'd to make a Confidence with their Servants ; I am 
reduc'd now to truſt this Fellow But I can make 
it his Intereſt to be ſecret. 
Enter Hartſhorn auith Tea. 

Hart/. Here's your Lordſhip's Tea. 

Ld. Vrorg. O! thank you, Mrs. Hart or Where's 
your Lady ? 

Hart/. My Lord, ſhe is not very well, and deſir'd me to 
give your Lordſhip this. [ Gives a Letter. 

Ld. Wrong. So | Now it comes————— Ilet's fee 
Ha! The Child's Letter, faith, carefully piec'd together 
again; how———here's ſome of her own hand too. 

[ Reads] 
Omething has happen that makes me unfit for Tea, | 
would tell you what, but that I find tis the Faſhion fir 

married People to have ſeparate Secrets. 


Humph! This is ſpeaking pretty plain Now if 
I take no notice of it, I ſhall have her walk by me in the 
Houſe, with a dumb, gloomy Inſolence, for a Fortnight to- 
gether Suppe e I let her —<-———No bet- 
ter talk with her The molt violent Jealouly is often 
ſubject to the groſſeſl Credulity ——— I'll make one Puſh 
for't however, tis certainly more prudent to come off, if | 
can Mrs. Hart/horn, pray tell your Lady 1 muſt 
needs ſee her, I have ſomething to ſay to her that will make 

her laugh, though Pe was dying of the Vapours. 
Hart/. My Lord, I'Il tell her. Exit Hart. 
Lc. Wrong. Or ſuppoſe her Jealouſy is too wiſe for 
my Wit, ſay ſhe won't be impos'd upon: At worſt, Ill 
carry it on with ſuch an Exceſs of Aﬀurance, that Þil 
give her the Moryf.aica ef thinking, that I * [ 
ave 
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hare deceiv'd her: She ſhan't have the Pleaſure of know- 
ing ſhe inſults me, Pl cruſh the very Hope of her Re- 
fntment; and by ſeeming always eaſy myſelf, make her 
ſealouſy a private Plague to her Inſolence! She ſhall 
never catch me owning any thing. Her Pride wou'd have 
its End indeed, if ſhe cou'd once bring me to the hum- 
dle Shame of Confeſſion Oh the's here! 
Enter Lady Wronglove wery Grave. 
La. Wrong. D'ye want me tor any thing ? 
Ld. Wrong. Ay Child, fit down: Harthorn told me 
were not well, ſo | had a mind to divert you a 
little. Such a ridiculous Adventure ſure———Ha! ha! 
ha ! 

La. Vong. I am as well as I expect to be, tho' perhaps 
not ſo eaſy to be diverted. 

Ld. Vrong. Ha! ha! ha! no matter for that, if I 
don't divert you——Here take your Diſh, Child — Ha! 
ha! ha 

La. Wrong. I ſhan't drink any. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! Do you know now, that I 
know what makes you ſo out of humour? Ha! ha! 

La. Wrong. By my Soul, you have a good Aſſurance. 

[Turning away. 

Ld. Nong. Ha! ha! ha! Do you know too, that I 
am now inſulting you with the moit ridiculous Malice, 
and yet with all the comical Juſtice in the World? Ha! 
ha! ha! 

La. Wrong. My Lord, all this is mightily thrown a- 
way upon me, I never had any great Genius to Hu- 
mour; beſides, that little I have, you know I have now 
Reaſon to be out of: And to ſpare you the vain Trouble 
of endeavouring to impoſe upcn me, I mutt tell you, 
that this Uſage is fit only for the common Wretches you 
converſe with. 

Ld. Wrong. By my Sul I don't believe the like ever hap- 
pen'd in all the Accidents of Human Life! Such an In- 
credible, ſuch a Romantick Complication of Blunders, 
that, let me periſh, if I think Meliere's Cocu Ima- 
ginarre has half to many Turns in it, as you ſhall hear 
Child In the firit place, the Porter makes a Blun- 
Ger by miſtaking the Place for the Perſon, and * 

or 
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for me, inltcad of one at my Houſe ; my Blockhead Brg 
here carries it on, and with his own blundering Han 
gives his Miſtreſs's Letter to me: No ſooner was that Mi 
take ſet to rights, but the Pieces of the Letter fall into you 
hands, and (as if Fortune reſolv'd the Jeſt ſhould not h 
loſt) you really fancied it came from a Miſtreſs of mi 

and fo by way of comical Reſentment, fall out of hy 
mour with your Tea, and ſent it to me again. Ha, ha, ha! 

La. Vong. This Evaſion, my Lord, is the worſt Stuf 
that ever any ſure was made of. 

Ld. Wrong. [ 4/ide.] Twon't do, I find, but it's no my. 
ter, I'll go on. Ha, ha! and fo upon this, what does ne 
IT, but inttead of making you eaſy, let's you go on in the 
Fancy, till I was thoroughly convinc'd your Su!picion wy 
real, and then comes me about with the moſt unex 
Cataſlrophe, and tells you the whole Truth of the matter; 
ha, ha, ha! | 

La. V rang. A very pretty Farce indeed, my Lord; bu 
by the thinneſs of the Plot, I fee you have not given your 
{elf much Contrivance. 

Ld. Wrong. No, upon my Soul, *twas all fo directly in 
Nature, that the leaſt Fiction in the World had knock'd i 
all to pieces. 

La. Wrong. It's very well, my Lord; I am as much di. 
verted with the Entertainment, I ſuppoſe, as you expect 
ſhould be. 

Ld. Vong. Ha, ha, why did I not tell you I ſhould di. 
vert you? 

La. Wrong. You have, indeed, my Lord, to aſtoniſhment. 
Tho' there's one part of the Deſign you left out in the rela 
tion, and that was the Aniwer, that you wrote (by miſtake 
I ſuppole) to your Man's Miſtreſs. 

Ld. Wrong. O that! why that was that was — 
the——the the the Aniwer? Ay, ay, the Anſwer 
was ſent after the Porter, becauſe you know, if he had gone 
away without it, twas kity to one the poor Felluw's Mitres 
would not have been reconciled to him again this Fortnigit. 
BING But did you oblerve, Child, what a coarſe fami- 
liar Style the Puls writes ? ; 

La. }/rong. Coarſeneſs cf Style is no Proof that the 
Puſs might not be Miurels to a Man of Quality: — 


ov 


T2 


the Wir ts RESENTMENT. 19 


1 muſt tell you, my Lord, when Men of Quality 
find their account in engaging with Women, whote 
higheſt Modeſty is Impudence, methinks they ſhould not 
wonder if Men of their own Principles, whoſe Impudence 
« ſo often miſtaken for Wit, ſhould talk their Wives into 
the lame . | 1 
Ld. Wrong. me die, Child, if you han't a great deal 
of good Senſe. : [ Sipping his Tea. 
La. Wrong. Tis not the firſt time that an affronted Wife 
has convinc'd the World of her perſonal Merit, to the ſevere 


= tance of her Huſband. 

e . Wrong. Abundance of good Senſe. 

_y Enter Bruſh. 

fed Bruſb. Lord George, my Lord. 

| Id. Wrong. Defire him to walk in— Nay, you 
'F need not go, Child. 

by La. Wrong. I am not in a Humour now for Company 

ur. | There's a Couple of you. 


[Exit Lady Wronglove. 

Id. Wrong. What Pains this filly Woman takes to weary 
1; ne, always widening the Breach between us, as if 'twere 

her Intereſt to have no Hopes of Accommodation; as if ſhe 
4; | felt no Pain in making her own Lite wretched, fo ihe could 
+1 | but imbitter mine Let her go on Here's 

one that always ſweetens it. 
4. Enter Lord George. 

Ah, my Ceergy! Kiſs. 
at. Ld. Geo. And kits, and kiſs again, my Dear= 
„ By Garymede there's Nectar on thy Lips. O the pleaſure of 
ke 1 F nend to tell the Joy ! O Wronglave ! Such 
opes | 

Np Ld. Wrong. Hey-day ! What's the matter? 
r Ld. Geo. Such ſoft Ideas Such thrilling Thoughts 


de of aching Pleaſure ! — In ſhort, I have too much 
on 't. 


4 Ld. Wrong. Thou ſtrange piece of wild Nature 

is Id. Geo. Death! I tell thee, Man, I'm above half Seas 
| over. | 

* Ld. 8 One wou'd rather think half the Seas were 

d over you ; or, 

{| bove Water, 


in my Mind, you don't talk like a Man a- 


Ld. 
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Ld. Geo. Prithee forgive me: How is it poflible I ſhou'y 
when all my Faculties are drown'd in Joy ? 

Ld. Wrong. Then prithee, my Dear, float about, fu 
down the Sluice of your Rapture, betore the Nothingneg 
of your Words gets over the Banks of your Underttanding, 
In plain common Senſe let's know the Buſineſs. 

Geo. Why the Buſineſs, in one Word 
impoſſible to tell you. 
Id. Wrong. Impoſſible 
Tea? | 
Ld. Geo, Tea! Thou ſoft, thou ſober, ſage, and ye. 
nerable Liquid, thou innocent Pretence for bringing the 
Wicked of both Sexes together ina Morning; thou Female 
Tongue-running, Smile-i{moothing, Heart-opening, Wink. 
tipping Cordial, to nog Brag Infipidity I owe the 
happieit Moment of my Life, let me fall proſtrate thu, 
and ſ—p, {—p, {—p, thus adore thee. 

[ Kneels and fips the Tu 
Ld. Wrong. Come, come, you filly affected Rogue get up, 
and talk at leaſt like a Fool to be underſtood. 
Ld. Geo. Don't you think there's Pleaſure in Affecla- 
tion, when one's heartily in good Humour. 


Will you drink any 


[Very affetedh, 

Ld. Wrong. Impertinent Puppy Drink your Te. 
Ld. Geo. O Wronglove! I have been drinking Tea.— 
[ Tranſported. 

Ld. Wrong. With ſome laughing Ladies, I preſume, 
whoſe inceſſant concuſſion of Words wou'd not let you 
put in a Syllable, and ſo you are come to eaſe yourſelf 
u 


pleaſe; in the Name of Nonſenſe go on. 


Ld. Wrong. Swear ! 

Ld. Geo. Ay, (wear. 

Ld. Wrong. Blood! 

Ld. Geo. Pſhah! Prithee. 

Ld. Wrong. Nay, pray, Sir, give me leave to play the 
Fool in my turn; the moment you ſpeak to be underſtood, 
I'll ſecure you a reaſonable Anſwer, 


Id, 


pon me. 
Ld. Geo. Then prithee be a Friend, and let me ſpeak, | 
Ld. Wrong. Not only Blank-Verſe, but Rhime, it you | 


Ld. Geo. Swear then. f 


ou'd 


* 
5, 
4. 
1 
E, 
D 
If 


* 


the WIr E' RESENTMENT. 21 


14. Geo. Swear then never (to any Mortal) to truſt from 
„to hint, or ſpeak of what I ſhall diſcover, 

Id. Wrong. Upon Honour. 

Ld. Geo. Honour! the common Flackney-Oath of Fops, 
Rakes, and Sharpers ; {wear me by ſomething dearer, than 
thy Eyes, than Life or Liberty. 

Ld. Wrong. Indeed 

Ld. Geo. Swear me by al! thy tendereſt Topes in Love: 
by thy ſoft Sighs of Pain, proceeding from thy Pleaſure; 
ſwear 

Ld. Wrong. I do by ſomething dearer to me yet 
By my ſhort ſlay after Poſteion; by my Chaiſe after hard 
Riding ; by my Eaty-Chair after Dinner, and by tother 
Bottle after the Bill's paid, Iwill be fecret. 

Ld. Geo. Ay, now be p<rjur'd if thou dareft Know 
then at la!t, that generous Lovely Creature has 
faid behind my back, that I am the moſt Sober, Good- 
humour d, and Agrecable Inoffenfive Young Fellow, 
that ever came into a Civil Family; to be thort, ſhe has 
made me a general Invitation to her Houte, upon 
which I have taken Lodgings, that look full into her 
Back-Cloſet-Window, and drank Tea with her alone this 
Morning. 

Ld. Wrong. Some humble Sinner, whoſe only Charm is 
being another Man's Miſtreſs, I'll lay my Life on't. [ Hiide.] 
Well, and what did you give her ? 

Ld. Geo. A Bleeding-Heart, all ſtudded o'er with 
Wounds of. her Eyes own miking. 

Id. Wrong. That is, you pulled out your Watch as you 
were going away, and ſlie took a fancy to one of the Seals: 
Tho' by the Device, I preſume it was only a modern Bau- 
ble, ſo 'tis probable you might not have come off much 
cheaper at Mother Davies. | 

Ld. Geo. Profanation ! To be ſerious then at 
once, J have ſolid Hopes of my Lady Gentle. 

Ld. Wrong. Hoh! hoh! O thou vain, thou ſenſeleſs 
Fop! Is all this mighty Rapture then only from a fine 
Woman's being commonly Civil to thee? The meer inno- 
cent Effect of her Good-Humour and Breeding. 

Ld Geo Pſhah, tell not me of whence it is born, 
let it ſuffice, I've form'd it into Hope ; let your Tame, 
Civil, Secret-Sighers, ſuch as never think the * 

ne 
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One ſure, till they hear the Tag of her Lace click 
think it no Cauſe for Joy; but I've a Soul, that wake, 
that ſtarts me up at the leaſt dawning Cranny of a Hope, 
and ſets my every Faculty on fire ſhe mull ———<ſ; 
mult ſhe ſhall be won For ſince I have refolyy 
to hope, my Fancy double paints her Beauties O! they 
al] one fragrant Field of Charms, to pamper up the Blood 
of wild Detire, 

Ld. Wronz. Ah Grorge ) What luſcious Morſels then mul 
her Huſband take of her ? 

Ld. G Why didit thou mention him? Death ! 1 
can't bear that Thought Can ſhe love him ? O the 
verdaut Vales, the downy Lawns of fruitful Bliis! Thee 
ver-gowing Springs of cool refreſhing Beauty, that happy 
Dog mutt revel, range, and iport in 

Ld. ii. Nay, the Woman's a fine Creature, that 
certain, it's a thoutand pities one can't laugh her out of 
tnat unfaſhioßable Folly of liking her Huſband, when here! 
a Man of und.{puted Honour too, that knows the World, 
that underitands Love and Ruin to a tittle, that would atthe 
tca't Tip of a Wink rid her of all her Incumbrances, et 
ler at the very top of the Mode, and qualify her for a ſepa- 
rate Aaincnance, ia the Iwinkling cf a Hackney- Coach 
Window. 

Ld. Ger. Can you be a moment ſerious? 

Ld. Wong. Faith, Sir, if I am not, tis only to make 
you lo. 

Ld. Ges. You ſeem to think this Buſineſs impracticable. 

Ld. rng. Why truly for any great Progreſs I fee you 
have made, I don't think but it is: And if you'll take my 


Opinion of the Woman, I do think, provided you'll allow 


there's any ſuch thing in Nature, ſhe's one of impregnable 
Vertue: That you can no more make a Breach in her Ho- 
nour, than find a Flaw in her Features: Bate but a little of 
* pots for Play, ſhe's the Perfection of a good 

ife. 

Ld. Ges. O your Servant, Sir, you own ſhe has a Paſſion 
for Play then. 

Ld. Wrong. That I can't deny, and, what's worſe, 1 
doubt ſhe likes it a great deal better than ſhe underſtands 


late. 


Ld. 


it. I hear ſie has loſt conſiderably to the Count of 
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Ld. Geo. You muſt know then, that the Count is my In- 
:neer; he and I have a right underſianding ; whenever 

plays, we are ſure of her Money : Now he has already 
fript her of all her Running Caſh, beſides eight Hundred 
Pound upon Honour : For payment of which, I made 
him ſend ber a downright prefüng Letter, by me this 
Morning: I obſerv'd her a liule tiartled when ſhe read 
it, and took that opportunity to ſcrev mylelf into the 
Seczet, and offer d my Ailutance ; to be thort, I addrefſs'd 
myſelf with 10 tender a Regard to her Cuntuſion, that be- 
fore we parted, I engag'd this Afternoon to lend her a 
Thouſand Pound of her own Aloney to pay him. 

Ld. Wrong. I conle's your Battery's rais'd againſt the 
only weak Side of her Vertue. But how are you ſure 
you can work her to puth her ill Fortune? the may give over 
Play: What will all your Advantages ugniiy, it ſhe does not 
loſe to you more than ſhe can pay? 

Ld. Ges. O, I have an Expedient for that too 
look you, in ſhort, I won't ſpoil my Plot by diſcovering it: 
a few Hours will make it ripe for Exccuton, and then 


f but 


There ts nm fear that Lau d tell 
The F ovs that ute 2 Ne akablc. 

Li Wrong. Ha, ha, and fo you are really in Lore to the 
lat Extremity of Paſſion. 

Ld. Geo, Prithee don't laugh at me. [ AﬀeRedly. 

Ld. Wrong. Don't you think I have heard you with a 
great deal of Patience ? 

Ld. Geo. Nay, I know we Puppies in Love are tireſome. 

Id. Wrong. And ſo you think that all this Extravagance 
of your Style and Geſture muſt have convinc'd me, that you 
rally care Sixpence for this Woman? 

Ld. Geo. Wou'd you have me ſwear ? 

Id. Wrong. Ay, come, do a little. 

Ld. Geo. Why then, by all the ſacred Ties of Honour, 
Friendſhip, and Reſtleſs Love, had I but Five thouland 
Pound in the whole World, and nothing elite could pur- 
chaſe her 

Ld. IWrang. I dare ſwear you'd give it every Shilling, 
that you really cou'd love her, tho' it were only to get rid 


of your Paſſion for Mrs. Conqueſt. 


d. Ces. Why then, look you——— 


Ld. 
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Ld. Wrong. You may ſwear till you are black in the 
Face; but you love her, her only, indeed you do : Your 
Paſſion for Lady Gentle is affected: Not but I grant you'll 
* purſueit, for when nothing's in view, you're Indefatigable. 
You are a little uncaſy at the ſmallneſs of Mrs. Congueffy 
Fortune, and would fain perſuade your ſelf you are in love 
in another Place but hark'e, you'll marry her 
And ſo if your Chariot's at the Door, you ſhall carry me 
to White's. 
Ld. Geo. Why then (except my ſelf) thou art poſitively 
the moſt impudent Fellow upon the Face of the Earth. 


[ E xeunt, 


The End of the Fiſt ACT. 


ACT I. Scene continues. 


| Lab Wronglove alone. 3 
La. Wrong. HY am I thus uneaſy ? Sure I am unrea- 
ſonable in my Temper, I over-rate my 
ſelf. For if the Husband's Violation of his Marriage 1 
Vow is in it ſelf ſo foul an Injury, whence is it that 
the Law's ſo ſparing in its Proviſion of Redreſs! And 
et 'tis ſure an Injury, becauſe juſt Nature makes the 
ain of bearing it outrageous. — O hard Condition! 
For if een that Pain provokes the Wife to move for Repa- 
ration, the World's groſs Cuſtom makes her perhaps a Jeſt 
to thoſe that ſhould aſſiſt her. If ſhe offends, the 
Crime's unpardonable, yet if injur'd has no right to Cam- 
penſation: it may be uſual this, but ſure tis unnatural. 
Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 
Mrs. Hart/. Madam, the Porter's come back. 
La. Wrong. Bring him in. 
Enter Porter. 
Well, Friend, how far have you followed em: 
Port. Why, and it pleaſe your Honour, firſt they both 
went in Lord George's Chariot to White's. 
La. Vrong. How long did they flay ? 


Part. 
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port. Why, and it pleaſe your Honour, they ſtay'd, as 
a very little time. 

La. Wrong. Whither did they go then ? 

Port. Why then they ſtopt a little at the Coach-Maker's 
at Charing Croſi, and looked upon a ſmall thing there, they 
call a Booby-Hutch, and did not ſtay ; and fo then ſtopt a- 
gain at the F PROP in Covent-Garden, and then juſt went 
up to Tom's Coff.e-Houle, and then went away to the Toy- 
Shop at the Temple- Cate, and there they ſtay d I can't tell 
how long, and pleaſe you. 

La. Wrong. Did they buy any thing ? 

Port. Yes, a number of things, truly. 

La. Wrong. Were they moſtly for Men's Uſe, or how? 

Port. Nay, I don't know ; ſuch fort of Trangams as the 
Gentry uſe : I remember one was ſuch a kind of a ſmall 
Scizzar-Caſe as that by your Honour's fide, my Lord Wrong- 
love bought it. 

La. Wrong. So ! that was not for me, I am ſure. [Hd.] 
Do you know what he paid for't ? 

Port. Troth, I can't ſay I do. They came away, an't 
like your Honour, but I did not fee them pay for any thing 
And ſo after that 


Enter Hartſhorn. 

Hart/. Young Mrs. Notable is come to wait upon your 
Ladyſhip. 

La. Wrong. Here, come into the next Room, Friend; I 
muſt employ you farther.— Deſire her to walk in, I'll wait 
upon her preſently. 

[Ex. La. Wrong and Porter. 
Re- enter Mrs. Hartſhorn with Miſs Notable. 

Mrs. Harti. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk in, my 
Lady knows you are here, Madam. Dear Madam ! how 
extremely your Ladyſhip's grown within this half Year ? 

Miſs Not. O fie, Mrs. Hart/horn, you don't think me 
taller, do you? 

Mrs. Hart/. O dear Madam! to an Infinity! Nay, and 
ſo plump too, ſo freſh-look'd, ſo round-hipp'd, and full- 
chelted—T hat—T'm ſure, Madam, he ! he! If I were a 
young Gentleman of Quality, Madam, he ! he ! Your Lady- 
ſhip will pardon my Freedom.—I1 proteſt, he ! he! 

[ Curt hing and 4 
is 
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Miſs Net. I vow, Mrs. Hargſtorn, you have a great del 
of good Humour ; is not your Lady very fond of you? 

Mrs. Hare. Truly, Madam, I have no reaſon to com 
plain of my Lady: but you muſt know, Madam, of la 
there have been ſome Concerns in the Family between 
Lord and ſhe, that I vow, my poor Lady is ſeldom in hy. 
mour with any body. 

Miſs Not. I'm mighty ſorry for that What does my 
Lord give her any Occaſion for Jcalouſy, think you ? 

Mrs. Hart. Occaſion, quotl'a ! O Lard ! Madam—By 
"tis not fit for me to ſpeak. 

Miſs Not. [Aide] I'm glad to hear this Tis poſſible 
her Ladyſhip may be convinc'd that kfteen is as fit an Age ſir 
Love, as fix and twenty.—And if her Jealouſy's kindle 
already, I'll blow it into a Blaze before I part with her. 

Mrs. Hart, Madam, I hear my Lady's coming—T hun. 
bly take my leave of your Lady hip: Your Ladyſhip's mot 
obedient Servant. [ [mpertinently cringing 

Miſs Nu. Your Servant, good Mrs. Harthorn ; if you'l 
call to ſee me, I have a very pretty new Croſs, that would 
become your Neck extremely You'll pardon me. 

Mrs. Har:/. Dear Madam! your Ladyſhip's ſo obliging= 
I ſhall take an opportunity to thank your Ladyſhip——— 

[Exit Mrs. Hartſhom. 
| Enter Lady Wronglove. 

Miſs Net. My dear, dear Lady Y'rong/ove ! You'll forgive 
me; I always come unſeaſonably, but now tis pure Friend- 
ſhip and my Concern for you, that brought me. - 

La. Wrong. My Dear, you know I am always glad to fer 
you——but you'll excuſe me if I am not the Company | 
wou'd be; I am mightily out of order of late. I hope Sir 
Friendl;'s well. 

Miſs Net. After the old rate, paſt the Pleaſures of Liſe 
himſelf, and always ſnarling at us that are juſt come into 
-; _ I do make ſuch work with him. He reads me 

every Morning a Lecture againſt lightneſs, and eddi 

abroad, as he calls it; then do I teize him to death, an 
threaten him, if he won't let me do what I pleaſe, Ill chuſe 
a new Guardian that will. 

La. Wong. Come, don't diſoblige him, my Dear; for if 
you'll let me ſpeak as a Frier.d, you have a good natural 
Town- Wit, I own, and a great many pretty Qualities ; _ 
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take my word, your Intereſt and Reputation will find a bet- 
ter account in truiting em under your Uncle's Conduct, than 
ur OWN. : ; 

Miſs Noz. I don't know that; for all his tedious ſelf- 
denying Courie cf Philo!ophy is only to make me a gocd cld 
Woman: Juſt the Condition of the XIiſer's Horſe, when he 
had taught him to live upon one Oat a Day, the poor Creature 
died. So I am to ſpend all my Youth in learning to avoid 
Pleaſures, that Nature won't let me be able to taſte when 
I'm old. Which is juſt as much as to ſay, Don't drink 
while you are thirſty ; becauſe it you will but ſtay till you 
are cheak'd, vou won't care whether you drink or no. 

La. Wrong. [Ife] What an improving Age is this? But, 
my Dear, pray let me talk to you a little ſeriouſly, and l 
hope it won't be loſt upon you; for you have an Under 
derſtanding that's uncommon at your Age. I have obſerv'd 
among all the Unfortunate of our Sex, more Women have 
been undone by their Wit, than their Simplicity : Wit 
makes us vain, and when we are warm in our opinion of 
it, it ſometimes hurries us through the very Bounds of Pru- 
dence, Interelt, and Reputation; have a care of being ſing- 
led by the Men. Women, like Deer, are ſafeſt in the 
Herd; ſhe that breaks away from her Acquaintance, may 
be molt follow'd indeed; but the End of the Chace is very 
often fatal. 

Miſs Nor. But pray, Madam! Now with Submiſſion, I 
think your Argument won't hold; for a Deer's Buſineſs 15 
to eſcape, but a Woman's is to be caught, orelie the World's 
ſrangely alter'd. 

La. Ving. Honourably, I grant you. 

Miſs Net. Honourably! That is to fand ſtill like a poor 
dumb Thing, and be tamely iliot out of the Herd 
Now I think a young Creature, that fairly truſts to her 
Heels, and leads you twenty or thirty Couple of brisk young 
Fellows after her helte;-:kelter, over Llills, Hedges, Bogs, 
and Ditches, has ten times a faixcr Chance for her Lite ; 
and if the is taken at lait, I held twenty to one, among any 
People of Taſte, they'll tay ſhe's better Meat by half. 

La. Teng. Well ſaid, Chi'd! Upon my word you have 
a good Heart: P' Addrels of a Lover ules to be more ter- 
le at your Agz——You ſcem to have retoly'd upon not 
dying a Maid alread 7 


a Miſs 
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Miſs Not. Between you and I, Lady Wronglove, I hay M 
been poſitive in that this 'Twelvemonth. love 
La. Wrong. Why then, ſince we are upon Secrets do it 
Dear, I mult tell you, the Road you are in is quite ach Aon. 
the Way to be marry'd : Husbaues and Lovers are m I Hh 
caught with the ſame Bait. L. 
Miſs Not. With all my heart, let me but catch M 


plenty, I am ſatisfied : For if having one's Will is the Pla, | can- 
ſure of Life, I am ſure catching a Husband is catching i] i de 
Tartar. No, give me dear, precious Liberty Ca þ Holt 
tent, and a Cottage. But | 

La. Wrong. And wou'd not a good Husband content you? of it 

Miſs Not. And why mutt ! expect a better than any of hgur 
Neighbours ? Do but loolc into the private Comforts of the LA. 
Dear, Fond, Honourable Couples about this Town ; ul Nr) 
you'll find there's generally two Beds, two Purſes, two Ty m 
bles, two Coaches——T'wo ways—And fo in moſt of tber] After 
Pleaſures, an unmoleſted Separation is the only Chain tha} 0 C 
keeps them together New pray, Madam, will you L. 


ive me leave to be free, and ask you one Queſtion? Mee 
La. Vong. Freely, my Dear conf: 
Miſs Net. Then did you yourſelf, never, upon no occaſion, | 
repent your being marry'd ? my | 


La. Vreng. T hat Queltion's very particular, my Dear. f 

Miſs Not. Perhaps you'll pardon me, when I give ya wer 
my Reaſons for asking; but if you never did repent it, | | m9 
am reſolved I won't be the firſt that ſhews you occaſion 1 Lore 
do it. for v 

La. Wrong I don't know, my Dear, that ever I gare I. 
any body Reaſon to think me uneaſy at home; but you * 
ſpeak, Child, as if you knew ſomething that ought to make Neuf 


me ſo. . and 
Miſs Noz. Then depend upon't, unleſs, I were ſure you but: 
were uneaſy already, I'd as | be lock'd up as tell yu myl, 
any thing. brin 
La. Wrong. Well ! ſuppoſe I am uneaſy. L 
Miſs Not. Pardon me can't ſuppoſe it But 1 
ſuppoſe you are not, then I ſhould play a Fool's part, In Þ *® 
ſure, to make you fo. . 
La. Wrong, I am ſure you know ſomething of my Lord; — 


pray tell me. 


Mis! L 
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Miſs Not. Since I fee you are uneaſy, and I know you 
love him but too well ; upon condition youll think I only 
do it to help your Cure, | will tell you: for when a Woman 
g once ſure ſhe has a ſubſtantial Reaſon to hate her Huſband, 
| hou'd think the Buſineſs mult be half over. 

La. Wrong. You make me impatient. 

Miſs Not. Let me think a little to ſoften it, as well as 1 

n What great Fools theſe wile over-grown Prudes are— 
to tell the greatelt Secret of her Life to a Girl! to own her 
Huſband falſe, and all her ſober Charms neglected 
But if ſhe knew that young P//-Garlick were the occaſion 
of it too—Lurd ! how her Blood would riſe ! What a dit- 
fgurable Condition would my poor Lead-clothes be in? 
aut]! Well, Madam, to begin then with the end of my 
tory.- In one word, my Lord is groſly falſe to you, and 
tomy knowledge has an Appointment of a Miſtreſs this very 
Afternoon, to meet her in an Hackney-Coach in the Road 
to Chelſea. 

La. Wrong. All this, my Dear, except their Place of 
Meeting, I knew before; but how you come to know it, ! 
confeſs amazes me. 

Miſs Not. Look you, Madam, all I know is this —V ite 
my Lord Wrong lo de, and Lord George ſtay'd at our Houſe, to 
ſpeak with my Lady Ge»7/e this Morning, Lhappen'd to fit in 
the next Room to em, reading the laſt new Play : where, 
among the reſt of their precious Diſcourſe, lover heard my 
Lord Vronglove tell Lord George, the very Appointment, word 
for word, as I have now told it to you. 

La. Trang. You did not hear her Name? 

Miſs Net. No, nor what ſhe was; only that the's pretty 
young: For I remember Lord G-2-2- ridiculd his Fancy, 
and call'd her (5c: no Fruit—-l ittle, it you pleaſe, (ays other, 
but ripe, I'll warrant her: And 1 had rather gather my Fruit 
mylelf, than have it (like you) thro' the ſeveral hands tha 

10g it to — 

La. I/ rong. ne brutal Thought! 

Miſs N... When my Lady came down, ſhe made 'em flay 
— » Which was no ſooner done, but ] immediately flip 
rb _ You ©: it: D'or methought | Was ar much touch d 
— Vrong done to your Ladythip, as if it kad been 59 

La. rang. \Iy Dear, I ar © wnemel; dunig'd to von. 
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\[ifs Not. I'm ſure I meant it wel! For to knoy 
the worlt, is not half fo bad as to miſtruſt it. | 

La. Vrorg. Infinitely oblig'd to you. 

Miſs Not. Oh! ſhe's deliciouſly uneaſy. [ Aide, and pleas d] 
I tell you what I wou'd adviſe your Lady ſhip to do: Cai 
for your Hood and Scart, and an Hackney-Ceach to the 
Door this minute——ln tac mean time I'll ſtep home again 
(for I am ſure they are not gone yet, the Tea was but juf 
.call'd for when I came away) and the moment my Lon 
IFronglove takes his leave, I'll fend you word: Then 
you clap on your Maſk, drive after him, and in five Minum 
J lay my life you catch em together. 

La. Wrong. Why then if you'll do me the favour to ſend 
me that word, my Dear, I ſhall have leifure in the men 
time, perhaps, to improve upon your Advice. 

Miſs Not. If you'll let one of your People ſend my Servant 
for a Chair, I'il go this minute. 

La. Wrong. Here——W ho's there 

[ Mrs. Hartſhorn at the Dur 

XIiſs Not. Now I think I ſhall be even with his Honour, 
F'll teach him to tell of Favours before he has 'em at leak: 
If I had not diſcover'd him, in my conſcience he had It 
Madam diſcover me. LA. 

La. Mog. I wou'd not but have known this for the world. 

Miſs Not. I am-overjoy'd I can ſerve your Ladyſhu: 
"You'll excuſe my running away. | 

Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 

Mrs. Hart/. Here's a Chair, Madam. 

Miſs Not. Well, I'll take no leave, for I'll call again h 
and by, to know your Succels. 

La. Wrong. Nly Dear, I ſhall be extremely glad to i 


you; your Servant. 


Miſs Not. Your Servant, Servant. [ Run: of. | 


La. Wrong. Get me a Hood and Scarf, and a Maſk, aui 
bid one of the Footmen call an Hackney- Coach to the Dom 
immediately. [Exit Mrs. Hartſhorn.] What will become d 
me? Shou'd not I ſtrive to hate him? think I alma 
.do——lIs he not contemptible? Foh ' What vdious thing 
mutt this le, that he converſes with! a Woman withoit 
Modeſty has ſomething ſure cf Horror in her Nature! Whit 
is it then in Men, that over-looks ſo foul a coarſeneſs in tit 
Heart, and wakes em iutamouſly fond of Shame and on 
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gie -l bluſh to think ont. How tame mult he ſuppo'e me, 


Il bear this Uſage? I'll let him fee I have a Spirit Caring 
as his own, and as reſentful too: ſince he dares be bate, i 
cannot bear but he ſhould fee I know him ſo. To ſigh in 
beret o'er my Wrongs, and pay his Faliood the Regards I 
only owe his Truth, is more than Nature can f{ubmit to. 
' When once the Nuptial Bond”s by him aura, 
The Obligations of the Fife are . [ Exeunt, 
SCENE changes to the Lady Gentle's II. 
Lady Gentle, Lord Wronglove, and Lora George, at 
| a Tea-Table. 
La. Gent. To Lord Wronglove.] Come! come, my Lord, 


you mutt ſtay another Dill, indecd. 
Ld. Vrong. Upon my faith, Madam, my Buſineſs is of the 


aſt Concern ; your Lady hip knows 1 don't ule to ſtart from 


good Company. | [ Aide. 

La Gent. Well! Ic'engive you over, you grow pertecily 
good for nothing. | 

Ld. Wrong. Ihe truth on't is, Madam, we fend Huſbands 
we fit for nothing but our Wives. 

La. Gent. Come! none of your Raillery upon one that's 
too good for you. 


Ld. Vrong. Why, ſhe has ſome high Qualitics indeed, Ma- 
dam, that I confeſs are far above my Merit ; but I'm endea- 
wuring every day to deſerve 'em as fait as I can. 

La. Cent Go, go! you deſerve nothing at all, now you 


diſoblige me. 


Ld. /rong. I ſhall take a better opportunity to make my- 
elf amends for going ſo ſoon; I am your Ladvſhip's moit 
tumble Servant—— Mrs. Congue/?, pray take care of Lord 


8 2 
| rs. Con. O] he ſhall want for nothing, my Lord, pray 


do you take the ſame care of the Lady you are going to. 
Id. Vong. Ha! ha! ha! Exit Lord Wronglove. 
Id. Geo. My Lord Wrong/owe is a very pretty Gentleman, 
= yet how unaccountable tis to hear good Scnie jeſt upon 
riage 
La. Gent. My Lord has ſo much good Senſe, that he does 
not mean what he iays, I dare iwear for him. 
Ld. Ges. Indeed, Madam, I can't think he does; I never 
aw any thing ami;s in his ions either at home or abroad 
2 . 
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La. Cent. Nor I indeed: And I think your Lordſhip y 
much to be commended ; vou love to put the faireit Cap. 
ilrucrion upon things; ic al certain ſign of good Senſe, aud 
good Principles. 

Ld. GC.. Your Lady ſhip has ſo much of both, that I can} 
help being proud of any thing that recommends me to your 
Eſteem. 

La Cent. Upon my word, my Lord, you have a grex 
ſhare on't, and | think very detervedly : * I'ts not a common 
thing in this Town, to find a Gentleman of your Figure, that 
has Courage enough to keep Marriage in countenance, eſpe. 
cially when it', ſo much the Mode to be ſevere upor'c. 

Lid. Geo. Now that to me is an intolerable Vanity, to ſee 
a Man atham'd of being honowably happy, becaulc "ts the 
PF aſt.ion to be vicioutly wretched—1 don't know how it may 
be witi ther Peopls, but if I were marry'd, I ſhiou'd as much 
tremble to fneak 1ightly cf my Wife, as my Religion. 

Mrs. Cr. G the hypocritical Monulter—W hen he know 
IJ know, Ie it Ae were to be hang'd, he'd ſcarce think 
it a Reprise to de married There's Roguery at the 
bottom cf allthis, I'm fure he Devil does not uſe to 
turn Saint far nothing. 

L C-:t, Tam in hopes your Lordſhip's good Opinion of 
Xlarriage will peifiade hu net tc be long out of it: We that 
teel the i eppiteſt of Condition ourle!res, naturally with 
our Friends itt. 

Ars. Cin. Wat Jo routhink me, my Lord, you know 

Have been aboue vou u great while? 

. Ce. Fry for! „ou marry ! a meer Rake! 

Nirs. Con. O but i fancy now, a Alan of your Sobriety, 
aul Ray d T'emner, wou'd fonn reform me. 

Ld. C. [Hi] This ſubile Devil tmokes me !— Ware 
Morals, Fant frews her a little jcalous however. 

fre. Cor, Lil be whipp'd if ever you marry more to your 
Find; what tonities two or three thouwand Pounds in ones 
L ortune, where you are ſure it wou'd be made up in Good 
Humour and Ozdience? 

[.d. G-9. Ant conſidering how intimate a ſoct you and ! 
have always convers'd upon: What a vererable Figure 
jaou'd I make inthe ſnlemn Authority ci an Huſband, pre- 
tending ta comrian you ? | 

La C., O! if zou were warried, there wou'd be but 
one Will between 198, Ld. 


ut 
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Ld. Geo. There's the Danger, Madam, being but one, v 
dou d certainly ſquabble, who ſhou'd have it. L ſhou'd Jilc-: 
Mrs. Conque/?, perhaps for my N it's Companion; one as 
light Allay to the Softneis of the other's Temper: But if | 
were once fix'd in love, and ſhou'd unfortunate] y bolt uren 
the leaſt Glimpſe of Jealouſy, I am ſuch a Slave to Tende; 
zefs, I know *twou'd break my Heart. 

Mrs. Con. Now cou'd I waſh his Face with my Tea... 

La. Gent. Well, I'm contident my Lord wou'd make att 
extreme good Huſband. | 

Ld. Geo. I don't know but IT really might, NMladam it ? 
cou'd periuade any Woman befide your Ladyilup to think . 

Mrs Con. [ Afide.) How arttully the Monſter fkrews tir 
ſelf into her good Opinion; I mutt take him downa 1:t:le- 
Pray, my Lord, how many Women have you had of late 
by way cf Balm, to heal the flight Wound I gave yo: * 

Ld. Ges. Upon my Faith, Madam, I had my Wound n 
Care from the ſame Perton: Ny Paſlion for you Mente 


ward like Penelope's Web ; whatever your Eves did in :1.- 


Day, a very ſhort Reflection upon your Temper unrave it! 
u Night; ſo that if you will needs know the '] ruth, I tare 
not been reduc'd of late to apply myleif for Relief ro avy 
body but your Ladyſhip. Ha! ha! ha ! ha! 

[ Aﬀects ar inlulting Lang 

Mrs. Con. Well, Fas a glorious Aflurance 

Ld. Geo. I fancy, Mrs. Congueſ?, yOu meaſure LID Prin- 
ciples by your own ; for by your Que flicn you leern 16 1 ie 
me a very wild Creature. 

Mrs Con. O fy, my Lord! fo far from it, tha: Ie 
law any thing ſo aſtoniſhingly modeſt. 

Ld. Gro. Not ſo modeſt neither, Madam; but if mv fag: 
Gent/z will give me leave, I dare ule you mott intolerali g 
for this. ; 

La. Gent. E'n as you pleaſe, my Lord, for I corfe* lex 
Aſurance is enough to daſh any out of courtenance. 

Ld. Geo. Does your Ladyſhip hear that, Madam? Re- 
member now, that 1 am allow'd the modeſter Per!on ; but 
tolet you ſee, that in a juſt Cauſe I ſcorn to take the advan- 
age of my Character, I'll lay it atide for once, and with 
an honeſt Freedom tell you, your Attempts upon me are 
"mn; you are homely, Cownright homely; and if the were 
akin to me, I ov as ſoon marry my Grand-mother. 

B 3 | Alt, 
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Mrs. Can. Ah! poor Soul! every body knows, as well u 
myſelf, I am more than tclerably handſome: And (which 
you are ready to tear your Fleſh at) the whole 'Town knows 
you think ſo. | | 

Ld. Geo. Madam vid your Lady ſhip ever hear fo tran 
ſcendant an Ailiirance ? 

La. Cent. Nav, I'm on your fide, my Lord think you 
can't be too free with her. 

Ld. Geo. Fil tell your Ladyhip what this Creature did 
once: Such an Inſtance ot her intrepid Self- ſuiciency 

La. Gert. Pray les hear it. Ha, ha! 

Mrs. Con. With all my heart. I'll be heard too. 

Ld. Geo. Vi! tell you, Matim— About two Years ago, I 
har pen'd to make a Country V int to my Lady Congue/?, her 
Mother, and cve day at the Table, I remember, 1 was par. 
ticularly pleas'd with the Entertainment, and upon enquiry 
found that the Bill of Fare was under the direction of Made 
moiſc/le here; Now it harpen'd at that time, I was myſelf in 
want cf a Houie-Keeper; upon which account I thought it 


wou'd net be amiſs, it I now and then paid her alittle parti- | 


cular Civility: To be ſhort, I fairly told her, I had a great 
mind to have 2 plain good Houſe-wife about me, and dropt 
ſcme broad [1ints that the Place might be hers for aſking— 
Wou'd you believe it, Madam, if l'm alive, the Creature 
grew ſo vain upon't, fo deplcrably miſtook my Meaning, 
that ſhe told me, her Fortune depended upon her Mother“ 
Wil, and therefore ſhe could receive no Propoſals of Mar- 
riage without her Conſent: Ha, ha! Now after that unfor- 
tanate Blunder of hers, Whether I ever gave my Lady the 
leaſt trouble about the Buſineſs, I leave to the ſmall Remain- 
der of her own Conſcience. : 

Mrs. Con. Madam, as I hope to be married, the 
Wretch fell downright in love with me; for tho' he deſign'd 
only to make two Days ſtay with us, it was above three 
Months before I was able to get rid of him: When he came 
firſt indeed, he was a pretty fort of a tolerable impudent 
young Fellow; but before he left us, (O the Power of Beauty!) 
I moit barbarouſly reduc'd him to a ſighing, humble, down- 
right Dulneſs and Modely. 

La. Ger. Ha, ha! Pray which of you two am I to believe 
all this while ? 12 
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1d. Cœ. Madam, if there's any Faith in my Senſes, he“ 
only Charms then were, and are ſtill, not in railing of a! 
fon, but Paſte. I own 1 did voraciouſly admire her proc: 
ious Knack of making Cheeſecakes, Larts, Cuilards, and 

Sllabubs; Ha, ha, ho ! 

La. Gent. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs. Cor. You tre, NiaJlam, what 'tis to let him be never 
& litie out of one's hais: Now his very Modehy is In, 

adence: For to deny his being in love with me to another, 
ten times more in olent than his ftirit owning it to me. 

La. Cet Pihah, Word: t:ymty nothing Did te ever 
own it under his hand: 

Mrs. Cen. Iiis hand! Ha, ha, ha, Madam—as lama 

Iving Creature, if hate one, I have five hundred /,: 
fax of his, wicte he bas centels'd ſuch things of my Wit, 
and Parts, and my Eyes, and my Air, and my Shape, and 
my Charms, that—Nay, he tells me in one, I have mo:e 
mural Beauties the moment I riſe out of my Bed in the 
Morning, than the whole Drawing-Room upon a Birth-day 
by Canole-'1ght. There's for you. 

Ld. Geo. And ſhe believ'd it, Madam Ha, ha, ha 
That's well enough. 

Mrs. Can. Why, I believe {till you think fo——— [len 
every Line of em is ſo cramm'd with Sincerity, Signs, 
Hopes, Fears, Flames, Darts, Pains, Pangs, and Palucn, 
that in my conſcience, if a body were to let em on fire, the 
Flame wou'd never go out. 

La. Gent. Well, if you are in love, ho, this is certainly 
the newelt way of woving that ever was. 

a — Gea. Whether I am in love or no, I leave to your La- 
yſhip. 

Mrs. Con. And if your Lady ſhip ſhould give it againſt 
him, whether or no | have realon to be vain upon't, let the 
World judge. 

La. Gen. The World, I believe, will think better of you 

h, when you're married. 

Id. Geo. In the mean time, I believe, our ſureſt Comfort 
vill be to think well of ourſelves, and let it alone. A rife. 

Mrs. Con. I am glad to find you have Modeſty enough to 
uppoſe Marriage would make us think worſe of one an 
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Ld. C. O fy! Mrs. Congue/t, the more 
you are known, the more you muſt be lik d. 

Mrs. Cor. Is it then poſlible that you 
could like me ? 

La. Gere. IIa, ba! [ Going to the Tea-Tabl, 

Ld. Geo. If it were poſſible I could like any thing out of 
Matrimony, it would be you. 

Mrs. Con. Well, but tell me, do you like me as I am; 
how do you krow but you may perſuade me into it? 

Ld. G.. Like you—CUmh! I can't tell—let's fee—{ Look 
vg en r.] give me your Hand. 

Mrs. Cen. There [Strikes it into his, 

Ld. Go. Now I mult preſs it gently, to know if touching 
ycu keeps any Corre{pondence with my Heart—Humhl— 
A we!ll-fci},'u land indeed [Ox ling ber. 

Mrs. Cor. O lud! not fo hard tho”. 

Ld. G.. Now try your other Forces look upon me. 

Mrs. Con. T here- [Staring «rildly en him 

Ld. Geo. [ Alide.] She dares not, tho' in railtery, look kind- 
ly on me I like her for't This over acted Boldneſs to 
lave her NIodeſty at this time, looks like ſecret Inclination, 

Mrs. Con. Well, kow do you find yourſelf? Have ! 
Puwer Do yeu burn much? 

Ld Geo. Umh! No, I'm a little too low for a Fever — 
There's a {mail Pulſe indeed Different Sexes, like Steel 
and Flint, can't well meet without a fort of ſtriking Light 
between em; net but it goes out as faſt as it comes in — 
One farther trial of your Power, and [Ill tell you more. 

Mrs. Con. Come, come, What is't? Þ'll do't. 

Ld. Ges. Turn away your Face, hold your Fan before it. 
Now draw your Rand ſlowly from me, and if you wou'd not 
have me think this Lightneſs of your Humour a direct In- 
difference, let me perceive a gentle Hold at pariing, as tto' 
you leſt a tender Heart upon the Preſſure. 

[She does os directed, and runs from him. 

Mrs. Can. Has your Ladyihip any Tea left! 

x * Geo. Death! that ſoftning Touch has ſhot me to the 
Oul. 

Mrs. Con. [ Aide.) Let me obſerve him well, for faith! I 
try'd my utmolt Force, and even pleas d mylcit in hopes to 
ouch him. | 


Both affectedh. 


Ld. 
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LA. Geo. [ Afide.] How vain a Coxcomb am I ? This Girl 
has fool'd me to believe ſhe likes me——T hat there ſhould 
te ſuch Pleaſure in the Flattery of another's good Opinion ! 
—There's ſomething in the open Freedom of her Humonr, 
o much beyond the cloſe Reſerves of formal Prudery, that 
Death, if ſhe were cf any Price but Marriage But 
I'm a Fool to think of her IF alks a-part. 

Mrs. Cer. Humh ! The Symptoms are right——Hah—— 
Cmrage ma Fille, the Gentleman has a Hole in his cart 


Enter a Servant, be gives Lord George à Letter. 

Ld. Gea. Oh! There, come in good time Now to 
drive out one Poiſon with another Goes to Lady Gentle. ] 
Madam, if your Ladyſhip's at leite have the ins 
read 


J. 8 3 
La. Gert. I am aſham'd to give your Lordi this trouble 
Ld. Geo. A Trifle, Madam, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 0, „ it your 
Ladyſhip pleaſes to look upon em, I think they ne all 


| hundred Pounds. The reſt | have about me in Gold 


La. Cent. If your Lordilip pleaſes, we'll reckon in the 
text Room Mrs. Congu /?. 

Mrs. Con, Pit wait upon your Lady ſliip. 

[Exit Lad) Gentle ant I Grotge 

Fight TTandred Pounds, and the reſt in Gotd, up 
on her bare Word of Honour ! He'd hardly male thi: 
Compliment, only to give me Jealouly he Noa, + 
in earneſt, that's certain And what wicked way he pi: - 
poſes to find his Account with her; I am afraid to thinl-- 
let me lee, I know there will be deep Play here to-nig11t--- 
| have a Thought in my Head, that peruas may lay 7 
flock in his way to her Not but it there is ſuch-4 
thing as impregnable Virtue, I dare ſwear my Lady Ger: 
s Miſtreſs of it; but then, on the other fide, le hu a con- 
ſummate Aſſurance, that's tu!l as unſurmountable. And when 
tie impudent Hopes of a Lover are like his, covcr'd with 
lodeſty, it alters the Caſe ſtrangely No Woman can the 3: 
be poſitive what will become of her— Her rc: tul, eeling 
is Deſign, E him but in a fairer way of carrying is - - 
Ah lud ! I don't like it. — He'll certainly Well! let hun 
b what he will, he can't marry her, that'; one Comfor:, 

ever. Pv 

Tie End of the Secqnd i 
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SCENE Lord Wronglove's Hoe. 


Enter Miſi Notable alone. 
Miſs Ne. OO! this has been a Day of Buſineſs I think 
now I am pretty even with his Lordthip ; and 
if I cou'd but draw in Lord George to be his Rival now, [ 
ſhould touch the very Tip of Happineſs————— For then to 
have the Noile of theſe two Lovers draw two or three fcore 
more after me, which it certainly would : For when once 
a Woman's the Faſhion, every body follows her; ſhe fill 
like a Muſick-Subſcription, tho' there's nothing in't, nobody 
will be out on't And then to have the full Plea. F 
ſure of mortifving Mrs. Congueſ too, that's always holding 
her Noſe over me, as if I was not fit to be out of my Biband F 
Apron. If I don't make as good a Rout in the Town as ſhe, 
is very hard Siure! I'll forbid 'em all v 
toaſt her, that's poſitive 
Enter Lord George. 
Ld. Geo. { 4fide.] Here ſhe is, faith, and alone; now, if 
can but Nacter her into my Party, my Buſineſs is half over, 
So! my little Venus 
Miss Not. Bleis me This is lucky 
Lord, you frightned me. ä PEE 
Id. Geo. Well, and what makes your pretty Ladytlup 
here, now none of the Family's at home:? 
Mits Nr. O! my Lady will be at home preſent!z ! bit 
pray kow came your Lordihip here then ? : 
Ld. Geo. Why, my Life, I chanc'd to be driving by, and 
perhaps ſaw you go in. (Takes her by the 
Vit Nee. Well, and what then? 
Ld. Geo. Why, then, upon inquiry, I found you were hem 
a'one, and that made me come in———My dear Miſs! bo- 
charming ; ou look to-day ' 8 Miſs 


I vow, my 
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Miſs Not. Pſhaw! 

Ld. Gro. What's the matter, my Soul? 

Miſs Not. To tell me I look charming, and then call one 

{s. 

14 Ger. Oh ! Lak a thouſand pardons. 
Miß Not. No, dear Lord George, never call me his again, 
don't call Mrs. Conqueſt ſo; and tho! ſhe's bigger, and 
more out of Shape, you know, than I, I'm {ure I'm as much 
1 Woman in my Heart as ſhe ; nay, and in my Paſſion: 
wo: for I could kill any Woman that would rob me of a 
Lover, and die for the dear Man that would not be won 
from me. 

Ld. Geo. O the pretty Tenderneſs! But, my Dear, take 
heed how you look upon me, for I am fam'd for Aſſurance; 
and if once encourag'd, i'gad my Hope ſets no Bounds to 
ts Impudence, but falls downright to reſolving, and cocks 
ts Hat to the Fair-One's Face, tho' in the very Fury of her 
Virtue. 

Miss Net. I fancy now you're as gentle as the reſt of vom 
Frother Beaux, whole greateſt Aſſurance is only in bragging 
of more than you have. | 

Ld. Ges. Nay, if you doubt my Virtues, Child. I'll give 

a Taſte of them, my Dear. Res be. 

Miſs Not. Hold! hold! O lud! the duce take vou for 


39 


Ld. Cen. Death! what a pouting Lip the Rogue has 
{Bad I think my Friend Hrong/ove's in the right on's 


Miſs Not. Beſides, do you think this bullving is any Proot 
of your Courage ? [ Aﬀeted'y grave. 

[d. Geo. Why then, my Dear, to prevent ai! \intakes 
forthe future, I now give you fair Warning If you have 
amind I ſhould not like you, don't flatter me any more ; 
for I tell you, I am a downright believing Puppy, and up- 
a the leaſt hint of a Hope, can no more forbear pic 
ceding 

Mils Net. Look you, my Tord, all this is but uff; fer. 
Ton my word, you'll find it no ealy matter to fatter me: 

well enough how you're diſpos'd of. 

Ld. Gez. Why then, by all tue Pains, Pange, and Tor- 
nents— In ſhort, I'm a Fool; I Worb. ftesk a wor: 
more to you, 
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Miſs Net. Fy ! fy! you had better give yourſelf theſe 
Airs to Mrs. Conque/t. 

Id. Geo. I don't know but I had, Madam, for I ſuppoſe 
you'll tell my Lord JFronglove of it. 

Miss Not. Ah! poor Soul! if Mrs. Congacſt lik'd you ne 
better than I do my Lord Myengliwe, you'd think yourſelf 
a miſerable Creature. 

Ld. Geo. If Mrs. Congucſt lik'd me but half fo well, as [ 
like you, I'm ſure ſhe'd be a miſcrable Creature. 

Miſs Nr. Umh ! how can you deſign upon me fo ? 

Ld. Gco. How can you think to impole upon me ſo? 

Miſs Not. My Lord, I ſhall take it very ill, if you tell 
me of my Lord H#ong/ove. 

Ld. Geo. Then perhaps, Madam, I ſha'nt take it well 
to be told of Mrs. Conqueſt. 

Miſs Not. My Lord Vrongluwe! 

Ld. Geo. Mrs. Conqueſt / | 

Miſs Nor. I'd have you know, my Lord, of all Xlankind, 
he's the farthelt from my IT'houghts. 

Ld. Cc. And I'd have you know, Madam, cf all Woman- 
kind, Mrs. Congueſ?'s as far out of mine. 

Xiſs Nt. Lard ! the Aſſurance of fame len! 

Ld. Geo. Look you, Madam, in ſhore, I can prove what | 
fay ; and I ho'd ten Pound of Tea to a Pinch of Snuff, you 
won't let me prove it: Come, and I'll take the ſame heit 
of you, that you don't prove what you ſaid to me ct my 
Lord I rongli ve. 

Muſs Net. Come, it's d n:! 

Id. Ceo. Done ! 

Mits Nat. Done, for both! 

Id. Geo. Done ! 

Mit: Ne. Why then, to prove that I am innocent of the 
lealt Inclinatioa for him, I own he has tei me theſe two 
Months; and becauſe I was r:tolv'd to give him his Anſwer 
and his Puniſhment at the lame time, I this very Afternoon, 
made him an Appointment ; then went immediately and told 
ny Lady WHronz/owe he was to meet a Nillrefs at ſuch an 
hour, to my knowledge, and fo ſent her in a fury after hun 
tu catch em together. 

1.4. Geo. But how cou'd you eſcape yourſelf, all this while? 

Miſs N. O! I did not tell her it was I : for as ſoon as | 
had blown up ker Jcalouty, I whipt into a tackney-Coach, 
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and got to my Lord before her, where I juſt popp'd out my 
Head to him, and told him, in a pretended Fright, my 
Lady had dogg d him, and I durſt not ſtay ; then drove a- 
way as fait as I cou'd, and e en left her to make up accounts 
ith him. 
_ Geo. Why then, my Life, I do pronounce, that the 
touteſt Wife of em all, with the Spirit of Revenge in her, 
could not have better buſtled through this Buſineſs than you 


ve. 

1110 Net. And to let you ſee, Sir, that I never do deſign 
him any Favour, I give you leave to tell him, that I ſent 
my Lady after him : Which, if he does, I'm fure my 
Lord Wronglove muſt ſuſpect an Intimacy between us. ¶ Aid“. ] 
Nay, and if you'll but ſtay a moment, you'!l have an Op- 
portunity, for I know he'll be at home preſent!y. 

Ld. Geo. Then you are but juſt come trom him? 

Miſs Not. The minute you 1aw me come in—And now, 
dir, if you can but give me half as good a Proof, that your 
Heart is innocent of Mrs. Congue/?. Why *tis poſſible 
{when you have been about even Years in the ſame mind) 
may then begin to think whether I Nall conſider of it 
or no. 

Ld. Geo. A notable Encouragament, truly! But to let you 
ſee, Madam, I can't bear the Scandal of a Paſtion I'm act 
guilty of, as the laſt Proof of my Innocence, if either ſhe 
doubts of my Indifference, or you of my Inclinauen, I am 
content to own both, before both your faces. 

Mils Net. And fo afterwards deny both, behind both our 
backs. Indeed you mult think again, that won't do 
An old Bite. 

Ld. Geo. Come, I'll do more Ul pretend to truſt you 
with my Paſſion for a third Perſon, and give you leave, in 


the tendereſt Touches Art or Woman's Wit can paint it, to 


tell it that third Perſon, while Mrs. Congue/t iz by. 

Miſs Not. Umh ! This has a face. 

Ld. Geo. Nay, with a Maſk upon't too; for while I am 
convincing you, I don't care a button for her; I impoſe 
y_=_ a third Perſon purely to make a Secret of my Paſſion 
or you. 

Miss Not. Better flill—Bat, when I have a mind to pull 
of the Maſk, you ſhan't refuſe :0 ſhow your Face: tor I don't 
ee a Man thou'd be aſham'd of his Paſlicn neither, 
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Ld. Geo. As you pleaſe, for that, 

Miſs Not. I begin to like this ſtrangely—This will teize 
Mrs. Conque/t to death But now the Diffieulty is to find 
out this third Perſon— It muſt be one I'm acquainted with 
What think you of my Lady Wrony/ove ? * 

Ld. Geo. Umh ! No, I don't care to affront the Wife of 
my Friend. 

Miſs Not. Ah! Do you think any of the ſober Souls a. 
bout town are ever angry in their hearts to hear a Man 
likes 'em. 

Ld. Geo. That's true; 'tis poſſible her Reſentment might 
let a Man die in his Bed after it——But "tis not worth one's 
while to quarrel with him, about a Woman I don't like. 

Miſs Not. Nay, I wou'd not run you into any hazard 
unleis 'twere upon my qwn account——And now I think on't, 
I'll reſerve that Quarrel for myſelf. [ Ade. 

Ld. Geo. Come! I have found one——the 2 Per- 
fon in the world is my Lady Gent/: You know you are 
all in a Houſe together; her Husband Sir Vilham's in the 
Country, I have no acquaintance with him ; and if I loſe 
her's by it, I don't care Sixpence. 

Miſs Not. I like your Choice very wel! but I doubt 
it will require ſome Art to manage her; for to ſay the 
truth, the Woman is moſt fantailtically ſimple : The very 
word Love out of any Mouth but her Husband's, will make 
her ſtart, as if a Gun went off. 

Ld Geo. Therefore, my Dear, it muſt be done as if you 
did not do it. You mult go to her in all the diforder in the 
world, as if I had had the Impudence to endeavour to bribe 
you into my aſſiſtance. 

Miſs Not. Right! or I'll go firſt and quairel with my 
Uncle till he makes me cry, and then come in with my 
Eyes ſwell'd, and ſobbing, as if I was almoit choak'd with 
the Affront you had offer'd me, and then call you a thou- 
ſand Villains for daring to propole iach an impudent thing 
to me. 

Ld. Geo. Admirable !\——Pgad, the Chile's a Bar's length 
in experience above the ſtouteſt of her Sex——tHark ! I hear 
a Coach ſtop 

Miſs Not. Pſhah ! Duce take him, it's certainly my Lord! 
how ſhall we Co ? 
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Ld. Geo. Why, if you'll give me leave, my Life, I'll call 

at your Houle in an hour, and there we'll ſettle every Point 
e. 

115 Net. With all my heart, I won't ſtay for my Lady! 

Til go home now : But here comes my Lard, you ſhall 4 

irt how I'll uſe him. 

Ld. Geo. Don't trouble yourſelf, my Life, it will only 

ve him a Jealouſy, and do us no ſervice. 

Miſs Not. Indeed! methinks if I am not afraid of his 

ſy, you need not. 

Ld. Geo. My Soul! I ask ten thouſand Pardons for my 
Stupidity. | | 
Enter Lord Wronglove, and tops Miſs Notable, who ſeems to 

talk very gravely with kim. 


Ld Geo. T'gad, I can hardly believe my Senſes ; if this 
Girl's Character were in a Play, People that had not ſeen 
it wou'd ſwear the Notableneſs of her Head were above 
Nature. | 

Ld. Wrong. [To Miſs Notable.] Did my Lord George tell 

vou I told him that you were to meet me ? 
Miss Net. That's no matter, it's ſufficient I know you 
told him : But I thought at leait you had known enough of 
the World to know, that a Confidan:e was the ſafeſt Diſguiſe 
for a Rival. 

Ld. Wrong. I'm ſorry your Lady ſnip has ſuch an Opinion 
of me. 

Miſs Nor. Indeed, Sir, I ſhall not reproach you, I have 
ſatisfied myſelf in ſerving you, as you deſerve for it. 
There's one can tell you how too, and ſo your Servant 
My Lord, you'll remember. [7e Lord George.] [Exit Mils. 

Ld. Ges. Ha! ha! ha! Why how now, Friend What 
are you my Rival? 

Id Wrong, Ha! ha! ha! Why, faith T am very near 
being one of em; for I believe the Child will think ſhe has 
hard luck, if the whole Town is not fo in a Fortnight. 

Id. Wrong. But prithce how came ſhe to know I ever 
made you a Conhdante of my Affair with her? I am afraid 
jou have been thoughtlels. | 

Ld. Geo. No, by all that's honeft——PBut ſhe has told me 
more than you cou'd tell me, 

Ld. Wrong, What ? 


Ld, 
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Ld. Geo. That ſhe herſelf told my Lady IV-onghowe of 
your Appointment with her this Afternoon, and (as [ ſup- 
poſe you have ſince found) ſent her in a Hackney - Coach 
after you. 

Ld. Nong. The Devil! 

Ld. Geo. Nay, 'wwasa home puſh, faith ! 

Id. Vrung. Home! quotha! i'gad it's time. for me to 
knock off, | ſhal! never come up with her: But what cou's 
ſhe propole——by telling you ot it? 

Ld. Geo. Why, a freih Lover, I ſuppoſe—She found me 
alittle tardy here in addreſſing her, and imagining my ſmall 
Virtue might proceed from a regard to you ; to convince me 
of her Indifference-to you, ſhe very fairly told me how ſhe 
had ſery'd you, to open an eaſter Paſſage in my Conſcience 
for 2 Paſſion to her. 

. Wreng. Sir, I give you joy. 

Ld. Ga And Faith, Sir, I expect it, though not as you 
do, from the green Youth of her Perſon, but the plump Ma- 
turity of her Underſtanding in he] ping me to 
another. 

Ld. Wrong. Riddles! 

Ld. Geo. To ba ſhort; I think I have bit the Babe; for 
in return, to convince her of my Indifference to Mrs. Con- 
gueſt, I have impos'd upon her to diſcover my real Paſſion 
io Lady Gentle, before Mrs. Conque/t's Face: and this, Sir, 
with your leave, is, upon Honour, all the uſe I deſign to 
make of her. 

Ld. Wrong. Faith! tis a glorious one—— Al 1/atchiazil 
was Boys-play to it Leo you, Sir, if you have a fancy. 
to the {mall remainder of her Compolition Pray be 
free 

Id. Geo. Dear Sir! not ſo much as the ſqueeze of her little 
Finger: But I thought I might make bold with her Virtue, 
and not rob your Gouft af a Moriel. | 

Ld. Wrong. Nat a ſtep farther, faich—lI ſhall &en turn about 
my Nag and go home: a little humble Hare-l.unting, by way 
of taking the Air, I can makea ſhittto come up to; but to 
ſcamper, neck or nothing, after a mad galloping Jade of a 
Hind, that will run. you itrait an end out of a Country, re- 
quires a little more Mettle than I am Maiter cf. Ents 

Ld. Gee. Come, come! you are Sportſman enough to 
ow, that as Pride firſt humbles a Coquiet into the looſeit En- K 

couragements 
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ts to gain a Man, ſo the ſame Pride very often 
715 her into the granting the laſt Favour, rather than 


him. 

Ld. Wrong. I am ſorry I have made this rout about it, Sir. 
expect to have my Wife ſhock me too. i 

Ld. Geo. O! pray, how did you come off? Did my Lady 
be you in the Coach ? | 

Ld. Wrong. 1 am not ſure, faith ; but whether ſhe did or 
dot, ſhe ſhan't convince me ſhe did. 

Ld. Gro. Where did you leave her? | 

La. Wrong. Why, as ſoon as the Child told me from her 
Coach, that my Wife was in another behind me, I advis'd 
ber to go off; then whipt up my wooden Glaſſes, and ſtood 
croſs the Road, to prevent the Nymph's being follow'd : 
when ſhe was out of ſight, I order'd the Fellow to drive to 
town as faſt as B/ack and Bay cou'd lay Legs to the Ground ; 
and having the fortune of better Horſes, I juſt got time 
enough to ſtop, and give a Fellow a Guinea to cut the Braces 
of the Coach that came after me; which, while I drove 
gently on, I ſaw him do; ſo een came away, and left her 
Ladyſhip fairly overſet in the middle of a {winging Shower, 
u Hyde- Park-Caorner. 

Ld. Geo. How will ſhe get home? 

Id. Wrong. Umh! She will have Wit enough in her Paſ- 
hon, I preſume, to ſend for another Coach ; or, if not, it 
will be a very pretty cool Walk over the Parks for her. 

Ld. Geo. What an unfortunate Creature is a jealous Wiſe! 

[Bruſh whiſpers Lord Wronglove, and Exit. 

Ld. Wrong. My Wife's come home: Now, if you have a 
eriofity, you ſhall ſee how I'll manage her. 

Id. Geo. Pray, Sir, don't let me be witneſs of your con- 
deal Douceurs ; but, if you pleaſe, I'll ſtep into the next 
Room a little, for I have two or three Words to write: I 


nuſt — the Count to meet me at my Lady Centle's af- 
_; 


ter the 


Ld. Wrong. Do ſo then——Take this Key, you'll find 
in the Bureau. 
Ld. Geo. Quick, quick, I hear her 


Bon Voyage. 
[Exit Lord George. 
Enter Lady Wronglove, as from the Street, in a Hood and 
Scarf, and her Petticaat pinn'd up. 
La Wrong. So, Sir, you are come home, I (ce. 15 
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Ld. V rong Yes, Madam, and you have been abroad, | 
ſee ; will you never give over making yourſelf ridiculous to 
the very Servants? Was this a Dreſs to go out in, or a 
Condition for a Woman ef your Quality to wall home in? 
Death! What muit People tale you for? For ſhame)! 

La Hg. My Lord, when a Huſband grows monktrow, 
a Wife may well become ridiculous. 

Le. Nong. Look you, Malam, while your Jealouſy keep; 
within Bounds, I ſhall take little notice of it: But when 
its idle Extravagauces break in upon my Reputation, I ſhall 
reſent it as I ought. You may think me an ill Huſband, if 


you pleale ; but I won't have the Worid think fo, till I gize 


em occaſion. 

La. Vong. Inſolent! 

Ld. Wrong. I thought T had told you in the Morning 
of a fooliſh Letter, twat was brought by Nliiake 10 me 
inſtead of my Servant: Your not taking my Word, me. 
thinks was not over-civil, Madam ; and your fince 
dogging my Servant, inſtead of me, to the very Place 

Appointment, was extremely obliging. The Fellow has 
conſeſs d to me, fince he came home, that in his Fear to be 
ſeen, he got your Coach overthrown in the middle of the 
Highway, while you ridicu)oully purſued him: A mighty 
reputable Figure you mult make, while you were geing 
out of it, no doubt ! 

La. Vong. Come, come, my Lord, I have not lot 
my Senſes yet I follow'd you, and ſaw you in 
the Coach, when the confident Creature reach'd out to you 
from another, to tell you, I ſuppoſe, that I was juſt be 
hind you. You may wrong me, but you can never blind 
me. [ In a ſcornful Smile 

Ld. Vrong. Look you, Madam, that Manner in ſpeak- 
ing ſhews too much Tranſport, and Colour does not be- 
come your Face.—— ; 

La. Wrong. [Taking him up fort.) Some People think 
it does now : All Men are not of your Opinion, my Lord, 
my Complexion may not pleaſe you perhaps; but I have 
known many a Lover find an Appctite only from a Hub 
bang's loſing it. 

Ld. Wrong. I won't ſuppoſe, Madam, you'll ſuffer any 
Man to like you more than he ought to do. 

La. Wrong. O Sir! don't you depend more upon my 

| Diſcretion) 
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Diſcretion, than your own We Wives, as well as 

aur Huſbands, love to have ſome idle Body or other to 

datter us into Humour, when the Time hangs upon our 
nds. 

—_ Wrong. You are pleaſant. Madam. 1 

La. Wrong. Marriage wou'd be an unfortunate Frolick in- 
deed, if a Woman's Happincis were to dic with her Hut- 
band's Inclination. 

Ld. Dong. Waggiſh, I proteſt. 

La. Wrong. O there's nothing like a modiſn Huſband to 
refine the unbred Vertue of a Wite into ail the pretty Liber- 
ties in faſhion. 

Ld. Vong Good Company, or let me die. 

La. Wrong. I knew the Day, when my Lady Honey- Moon 
wou'd have bluth'd, almoit into tears, at the alarm of a bare 
civil thing from any Man but her Husbana ; but from the 
well-bred Example of his Cenſcience, ſhe has now moit 
undauntedly got the better of her own, and ſtands buff at the 
head of the Mode, without the leaſt J incture of Virtue to put 
her out of countenance. 

Ld. Wrong, Why now, my Dear—this is ſomething ; if 
you'd but always treat me with this Good- Humour, you and 
| ſhou'd never diſpute as long as we live. 

La. Wrong. Nlonſter! 

Ld. Wrong. For you know I have often told you, that if 
ever [ hou'd be weak enough to wrong you, a gentle Com- 
plaint and good Words wou'd work me to any thing ; when 
the Pride of an inſolent Reproach wou'd be but adding 
Fuel to my Folly, and make it flame the higher : But 
now I ſee that you are convinc'd that your Suſpicions 
vere groundleſs, and that you are ſenſible, if they had 
not that, Defiance is utterly the wrong Way to reform me: 
You ſhall find that all this Tenderneſs and Temper that 
= now treat me with, ſhall not be thrown away upon 

La. Wrong. Inſolent ! Provoking Devil! 

Ld. Wrong. I am glad we are Friends with all my heart; 
am, upon my Soul, my Dear. 

La. Wrong. Villain! 

Ld. Wrong. O my Dear! I had like to have forgot one 
ng, and fince we are now come to a right Underſtand- 
us, Ill tell you, if ever you aud I ſhould happen to 
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diſagree, I beg of you, for your own ſake, never give my 
any hard Language; becaule there is no being certain, bu 
in one of my brutal Fits, I may let you cry yourſelf half 
blind for it, before | forgive you. 

La. H"rong. Forgive me | have a Soul as much abort 
the Fear of you, as are your Injuries below niy ſcorn 
1 laugh at both. 

Ld. Wrong. Ay but, my Life, I wou'd not have 50 
truſt me; for if ever you ſhou'd accuſe me wrongfully, l 
know my fooliſh Temper ſo well, that, in my Conſcience, 


Ys 
m pure Spite, I believe believe [ believe! fare 
ſhou'd keep a Whore. and | 
La. Wrong. My Lord, this Affectation won't redreſs my bear 
Injuries, and however you deceive yourſelf, in your unque- 1 
ſtion'd Power of doing wrong, you'll find there is a Force Tem 
of Juſtice yet above your Strength, a Curb of Law to check [ kt 
abandon'd Principles; nor am ] yer ſo poor in Intereſt of | Pur 
Friends, jealous of my Wrong, az of their own, but I may | 
find a Time and Place to make your proud Heart humble | der 
for this Uſage. L 
Ld. Wrong. Death! and Hell! Care to inſult me with 20u 
ſuch another Thought, theſe Walls hal! mark your Bound } ®) 
of Liberty; Tuis diſmal Houſe becomes your Priſon, de- J kin 
barr'd of Light, of Converſe, or Relief, you live immurd | 
for Life: And, let me fee that Big moutu'd Friend, or In | BY 
tereſt then, that can unlock a Ilusband's Power to keep | 0 
you When my Wife talks warin'y to me, the ſhall af 
my leave firſt. fo 
La. Vong. Never uch leave as you took to 7 
give me caule for't, I take to tell you of it. 


Ld. Vong. We are not upon an equal foot : I won! - 
have you fo familiar in your Accufations. Be warn'd, and | © 
ſtir me not to uſe my Power: You may ſooner make m 
an ill Husband than a tame one. 

Ld. Wrong. So may you me a Wife, my Lord : And 
what ist binds me more to bear an Injury, than yon! | | 
have ſeen you laugh at Paſſive Obedience between a Prince | 
and People, and in the Senſe of Nature, I can't fee why d 
not as ridiculous from a Wife to an injurious Husband! 

Ld. Vong. Their Hazard is at leaſt unequal: 4 Pev- 
ple may be freed by ſtruggling ; but when a fetter'd Wite 
preſumes, th' inſulted Hu:band's ſure to nrake her Chain 
the ſhorter. La 
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La. Wrong. Her Mind, at leaſt, is more at liberty ; the 
Faſe of giving Shame for Pain, fands yet in ſome degree 
of Pleaſure: The Wretch that's baſcly Kill'd falls better 
aticfied to ſee his Murtherer bleed. 

Ld. Wrong. Nay, now I crave your mercy, Madam, 
| find I miſtook your Grievance all this while it ſeems 
then, to be refus'd the Pleaſure of reproaching, 1s what 
you can't bear ——and when you are wrong'd, to lock 
up your Tongue is the greateſt Cruelty your Tyrant can 


aol upon you——lf that be the Hardſhip, pray be 
Ys 
ſpare 


when you pleaſe, in the Name cf Thunder go on, 

no Invectives, but open the Spout of your Eloquence, 
and fee with what a calm connubial Reſignation, I will both 
hear and bow me to the Chaltiſement. 

La. Wrong. Poor helpleſs Aﬀectation! This Shew of 
Temper is as much diſſembled as your Innocence 
I know, in ſpite of all your hardned Thoughts, to hear 
your Guilt confronted thus, mult gall your Soul : Pa- 
tients don't uſe to {mile while their freſh Wounds are probed, 
nor Criminals to laugh under the imart of Jullice. | 

Ld. Vong. My Life, you begin extremely well, and with 
abundance of Fire, only give me leave to oblerve one thing 
to you, that as you draw towards an End, don't forget the 
principal thing you were going to ſay. 

La. Vong. How poor! How low ! how wretched is a 
puilty Mind, that ſtands without a Bluſh the Shock of Ae- 
culation ——— 

Ld. Nong. Hold, Madam, don't miſtake me neither; 
for | a!low you to accuſe me of nothing, but of what we 
ine Gentlemen think is next to nothing —a little 
Whoredom. 


la. Irene. Audacious! Horrid Wretch ! and dare you 
own the Fact? N 
Ld. Meng. Own it! No, no, if I were guilty I wou'd 
dot do that, but 1 give you leave to ſuppoſe me to, becaule, 
W What you fav, I fancy it wou'd caſ2 your Heart to re- 
proach me; tho' methinks- its very hard, that De- 
monſtration won't cenvince you of my Innocence. 
La. 37,23, Demonſtration! 
Id. ng Demonttration! Av, Pemonſtration: For 
1 were guilty, pray who cou'd better know ic than 
my{olt ? 


| 
| 
| 
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no ſuch thing? Pray what Demonſtration can be plainer} 
La. Wrong. | find you are reiolv'd to ſtand it to the lag; 

but ſince I know your Guilt, I owe myſelt the Jultice n 
reſent it. When the weak Wife tranigreiles, the Husband 
Blood has leave to boil ; his Fury's juſtited by Honour, 
the Wrong admits no mealure ot amends ; his R 
tion bleeds, and only Bioud can itanch it. And I my 
tell you, Sir, that in the Scales of Conſcience, the Hy. 
band's Falſhood is an equal Injury, and equal too, you'l 
find the Wife's Reſentment: Henceforth be fure you'n 
private in your Shame ; for it I trace you to another Proof 
expect as little Mercy for the Wretch you doat on, as you 
your ſelf wou'd ſhew to the felonious Lover. 

My Wrongs through her ſhall ſhoot you to the Soul, 

You ſhall not find I am an injur'd Fool. [Exit 

Id. Wrong. Well ſaid I'gad, if ſhe cou'd but low 
with half the Fire ſhe can hate, I wou'd not deſire to 
paſs my time in better Company—— Not but be. 
tween me, and myſelf, our Dear Coniorts have ſomething 
a hard time on't: We are a little apt to take more Libeny 
than we give But People in Power don't care to part 
with it, whether it be lawtul or no; to bear her Inſo 
lence is poſitively intolerable—VW hat ſhall I do with her- 
I know no way of making an honourable Peace, better than 
Sword in Hand Ev'n let her Pride ſwell till it burls, 
and then tis poſſible ſhe may come to Reaſon. 

Enter a Servant. | 

Sery. Here's Sir Friendly Moral, my Lord. 

Ld. Wrong. Deſire him to walk in—!I hold fifty Pound 
the old Gentleman comes to {ſchool me about his young 
Kinſwoman ; if he does, I know he'll do it handſomely: 
For give him his due, with all his ſeverity of Principe 
he is as good-humour'd, and as well-bred, as if he had 10 
Principles at all. 

Enter a Servant with Sir Friendly. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, I am your moſt humble Servant. 

Ld. Wrong. Sir Friendly ! this 1s kind indeed ! Chan 
there Well ! how goes the Gout, Sir? 

Sir Fr. In troth very untowardly ; for I can hardly walk 
with it Will your Lordſhip give me leave ? 


Ld. Vrong. To ſtand upon any thing but n, 1 


myſelf? and have not I told you with my own Mouth '; 


the WIr T' RESENTMENT. 51 


Enter Lord George om * Inner Room. 

er} Ces. Nuncle, I am glad to lee you. ; 

lt; E 4 Hah ! Ade. Brilliant, and in a ſober Viſit 

* it i-ſet |! 

ad 4 O dear Sir, I'm grown a Fellow of the moſt 

i wird Converſation in the World. 

Fir Fr. Your Reformation is not of a very long Date, 

ura afraid; for if J don't miſtake, | faw you but yeſter- 

day at the Thatch'd-houſe, with a Napkin upon your 

ul Head, at the Window in very hopeleſs Company! 

ur Id. Gro. How! how Nuncle ! two Men of Title, and 

1 foreign Count, hopeleſs Company ! 

you Sir Fr. Moſt deplorable ! Your Count's a Counter, and 
only paſſes for what he is in his own Country ; your 
Men of Vitle indeed are no Counterfeits, every body fees 
into their Worth, Sir Bubble Sguander, and my Lord 
Laue: But the Sparks I obſerv'd you with, were Done- 
frſt the Jockey, and Touci”em the Gamefter ; as infamous 
a Fellow as ever broke the Head of a Box-keeper. 

Ld. Geo. Pihah ! People that play keep all Company: 
But to let you ſee I had my Account in it, | had a mind 
to bite Sir Bubble in a Horſe-Match, and ſo took theſe 

two Fellows with me, to let him into the Secret. 

Sir Fr. A fine Inflance of our Modiſh Morals indeed! 
To make one's Conſcience a Bawd to the diſhonour of 
biting a Wretch of r an hundred Pound ! What 
a Shame it is the World ſhou'd not call it by its true 
= Cheating, that Men of Honour might not be guilty 

it! 

Ld. Geo. O, Sir, the name I grant you wou'd ſtrangely 
alter the Caſe ; but People of Rank, and Power, Nuncle, 

| xe wiſer, and nick name one another's Infirmitie — 
PS | Therefore "tis your little Cheat, you tec, that's ſent to Neawws- 
gate; your great one's only turn'd out of his Place. 


Sir Fr. Nay, tis a comfortable World indeed, for Knaves, 
Fools, Fops, Cowards, and Sharpers. 


nk Ld. Ges. Right! their Quality and Quantity keeps 'em 


| 
| 
| 
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in countenance. 
"alk Sir Fr. So that a Man may be any one, or all of 'em, 
and 4 appear no Moniter in moſt of the publick Places 
own, 
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Ld. Wrong. But with ſubmiſſion, Sir Friendly, if I mee 
with a Man of Figure, that talks agreeably over a Glak, 
what in the Name of Good-nature have I to do with hi 
Morals ? 

Sir Fr. Tis in my Opinion, as diſhoneſt in a Man d 
Quality to converſe with a well-bred Rogue, as twere up 
fate for a Woman of Reputation to make a Companig 
of an agreeable — People's Taſte and Principla 
are very juſtly meaſur'd by their Choice of Acquaintance: 
Beſides, a Man of Honour owes the diſcountenance of: 
Villain, as a Debt to his own Dignity. How poor x 
Spirit muſt it ſhew in our People of Fortune, to let Fel. 
lows, who deſerve hanging every other day of their Live, 
die at laſt of fitting up in the beſt Company? But ny 
Lord Wrong/ove, 1 am afraid I have a Pardon to ak; 
the laſt time we three were together, did not the old Felloy 
a little overſhoot himſelf ? I thought, when I parted, I had 
been freer in my Advice than became me ? 


Ld. Wrong. So far from it, that your very Manner d 


ſpeaking makes your molt ſevere Reproots an Obligation. 
Sir Fr. Nay, I was only concern'd for what I had faid 
to your Lordſhip: As for this Spark, I no more mind 
his Caprice, than I believe he does any thing I can fay 
to him: And yet the Knave has ſomething of good Hu- 
mour in him, that makes me I can't help ſometimes throw- 
ing away my Words upon him. But give me your Hand: 
in troth, when I was at your Years, } had my Follies 


t0O. 

1.4. Geo. Ay ! now you come to us, Nuncle, and I hope 
you'll have Good-nature enough, not to expect your Friend 
to be wiſer that you were, 

Sir Fr. Perhaps I don't expect it, but in troth, if they 
ſhou'd be wiſer tor my Soul | can't fee any ham 
twould do em: And tho' I love with all my heart, to 
ſee Spirit in a young Fellow, yet a little Prudence won! 
poiſon him. And eit a Man tha: ſets out into Life, ſhou'd 
carry a little gencral Eſteem with him, as part ef his B. 
quipage, hed make never the worle Figure at the end 
his Journey. 

Ld. Geo. We young Fel'ows that ride poſt, never mird 
what Figures we make. 
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cir Fr. Come! come! let's not contend for Victory, 
but Truth | love you both ———and wou'd have 
ill that know you do ſo too-——— Don't think becau'e 
you paſs for Men of Wit, and modiſh Honour, that that's 
all you owe to your Condition: Fortune has given you 
Titles to ſet your Actions in a fairer Light, and Nature 
Underſtanding to make 'em not only jult, but generous. 
Troth ! it grieves me to think you can abuſe ſuch Hap- 
pineſs, and have no more Ambition or Regard to rea! IIo- 
wur, than the wretched fine Gentlemen in moſt of our 
nodern Comedies Will you forgive me 
Upon my Faith, I don't ſpeak thus of you to other People. 
nor would I now ſpeak {o to you, but to prevent other 
People's ſpeaking thus of you to me. 

Geo. Nuncle, depend upon't I'm always pleas'd to 

hear you. 

Ld. Wrong. I take it KinUly. 

Sir Fr. Then firſt to you, Lord George 


What can 


jou think the honeſt part of the World will ſay of you, 


when you have ſeduc'd the innocent Inclinations of one of 
the beſt Wives, from perhaps one of the beſt Husbands in 
the World. — To be plain, | mean my Lady Gentle 
Tou ſee, my Lord, with all your Diicretion, your Deſign's 
m Secret. 

Ld. Geo. Upon my Life, Nuncle, if I were half the 
Fellow you think me, I ſhou!d be aſham'd to look. People 
in the Face. 
| Sir Fr. Fic, fie ! how uſeleſs is the Force of Underſtand- 
„ only Age can give us Virtue? 

. Wrong. Come, Sir, you fee he's incorrigible, you'll 
he better Succeſs with me, I hope; for to tell you the 
Truth, I have few Pleaſures, that you can call it Virtue in 
ne to * with. 

dir Fr. I am glad to hear it, my Lord | ſhall be 
u favourable as I can; but, fince we are in ſcarch of 
Truth, mult freely tell „ou, ne Man that violates him- 
lf the lacred Honours of his Wite's chaſte Bed {1 mult be 
pain, my Lord) ought at leait to fear, as ſhe's the 
niler Sex, the ſame from her; the Injury to her ftrikes 

r than the Head, often to the Heart. And then 

r Provocation is in Nature greater; and inju'd Minds 

nothing is unjuſt that's natural. This ought to 
© | < 


= F 
melee 


54 The LA DYI LAST STAKE: or, 


make a wife Nan tremble: For, in the Point of real 
Honour, there's very little Difference be:ween being a 
Cuckold, and deſerving to be one. And to come a little 
cloter to your Lordſhip's Cate, to ſee ſo fine a Woman g 
my Lady Wrorghove, even in her þ wer of Beauty, 
lighted for the unblown Pleaſures of a Gieen-ſick Girl; 
beſides the imprudent part, argues at bed a thin and fickly 


Appetite. 
Ld. Wrong. Sir Fial, | am almoſt aſham'd to anſwer 
you Your Reproach indeed has touch'd me; [ 


mean for my Attempts upon your young Kinfv.oman: bu 
becauſe 'tis not fit you ſhou'd take my Word, after my 
owning ſo unfair an Action, here's one can brar me 
witneis, that not halt an Hour before vou came in, I had 
reſol ved never to purſue her more. 

Sir Fr. Ny Lord, I came not to repreach vou with 
a Wrong to me, but to vourfeif; had the Gil had 20 
Relation to me, I fliil had ſaid the famme; nut but I now 
am doubly bound to thank you. 

Ld. Geo. And now, Nunc!e, I'll give you a picce ef 
Advice: Diſpoſe ot the Child as on as you can, . 
ther under- match her, than not at all. For, if youl 
allow me to know any thing ot the Mathematicks, that 
before fhc'> five Weeks older ſne wil be totally unqualilyd 
for an Ape leader, you may as pol:iively depend upon, 2 
that the is of the Feminine Gender. 

Sir fr. I am pretty well acquainted with the Ripenels 
of her Inclinations, and have provided for 'em; un'es 
ſome ſuch Spark as you (now my Lord has laid en 
down) whips up the Cudgels in the mean time. 

Ld. Cœo. Not I, upon Honour, depend upon't ; her Per 
ſon's quite out of my Goult, nor have I any more Con 
cern about it than I have to Know who will be the next 
King of Poland, or who is the true Original of Strops far 
Razors. 

Ld. Vong. Sir Friendly, T own J have been no Stranger 
in other Places to the Follies you have charg'd me wien; 
vet I am fo far inclin'd to part with them, that were n 
poſlible I could be, my own way, ard properly, reconcild 
to my Wife, I wou'd not wifi a Thought of Happiness 
beyond it. 5 

Sir Fr. My Lord, I know her Temper, and her 714 


| 
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Ld. Wrong. O human Patience can't hear it. 

dir Fr. I warrant you! A wite Man will bear a greater 
Weakneſs from a Woman: And, fince [ find your Good- 
nature is not wholly diloblig'd, I could wiſh, for both your 
Skes, I had your Lordſhip's fecret leave to talk with 


[4. Mang. Umh! Cou'd not it as well be done without 
my Leave, Sir F-icnaly? I ſhou'd not care to have her 
think I made Advances : | 

Sir Fr. O I am a Friend to both, ard will betray 


neicher of you. 
Enter a Servant. 


derv. Sir, there's a Gentleman come out of the City, and 
ſays at your Houle to ſpeak with you. | 

Sir Fr. I'll wait on him. My Lord, will you ex- 
cule me? 

Ld. Wronz. I cou'd rather wiſh your Buſineſs wou'd, Sir 
Friendly. 

Sir Fr. Upon my Word, my Lord, 'tis urgent; this 
lan brings me Money: I am diicharging mytcif of my 
Guardianihip to Mrs. Congue/t, and my Buſineſs is now 
to pay her in the laſt Sum of her Fortune. 

14 Ces. What's the Sum total, Nuncle, if a lan 
ou'd happen to ſet a Price 1 his Liberty? 

dir Fr. Come, come, the Liberties you value, my Lord, 
we not worth keeping: An honeſt Smile from the Good- 
Amour of that Girl is worth all the ſodden Favours 
of your whole Seraglis Will four Thoutand Pound 


| Oany good, my Lord ? 


Ld. Ces. Look you, Sir Friendly, Marriage is very ho- 
turable and wife, and—and—it—it—it's—it's an extreme 
me thing, no doubt, but I am one of thoſe trank-hearted 
| Fellows that had rather ſee my Friends happy that way 
lan myſelf My Lord, your. Servant [tf yea 
going home, Nuncle, I'il carry you, or I have Buſi- 
tels at your Houſe too. 

Ld. Wrong. Who's there? Light out! —Lord 
berge, is your new Chariot at the Door? 

24. Geo, Ves; and poſitively the prettieſt that ever 
vid in the Rear of fix Horles. 

Id. Wrong. 1 have a mind to look at it. | £xeunt, 

Tie End of the Third SS. 
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ASS Iv; 


SCEN E, Lord Wronglove's Houſe. 


Ertcr Lady Wronglove ard Mrs. Hartſhorn, 


La. FFrong. AS Sir Friendly within ? 
Mrs. Hart/. Yes, Madam, he gire 
his humble Service, and ſays, he will certainly be 2 
home at eight a- clock, and expect your Ladyſhip's Com- 
mands. 
La. Wrong. Did the Fellow give my Service to my Iz | 
dy Gentle too, and to Mrs. Conque/t ? 
p Mrs. Hart/. He did not fay any thing of it to me, Mz 
am. 
La. Wrong. What blockhead is it you always find out 


to neglect my Buſineſs? Whom did you fend ? — 
Mrs. Hart/. James, Nadam. | 
La. Wrong. Call him in, I find I muſt always givem | |} 
Orders myſelf. ks 
XIrs. Hart/. He's gone to the Play to keep your Lady- 
ſhip's Places. * 
Wrong. The Play! fure the People are all out d | 

their Senſes ! Why I than't go to-day. * 
Mrs. Hartſ. He ſaid, Madam, your Ladyſhip orçert ] 
him, right or wrong, to keep Places every Saturday. ret 
La. Wrong. Phah! thi 
Mrs. Hart. 1 hope your Ladyſhip is not angry at ne, g. 
Madam. do 
La. H:9n7, No! Prithee ! I don't know what I fav. W 
Mrs. Hartſ. Ah, poor Lady! LZ. Þ By 


La. Vong. What is the Play to-dav ? 

Mrs. Hartſ. The-—the Ilusbauuu, ſomething —— 
the Careful Husband. | think, Xladam. 

La. Wron. The Careful; the Case. Hus and, vl 
mean lure tho' I never ſaw it. 


* 
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Mrs. Hart/. Yes, yes, Madam, it's that Play, 
that my Lady Wear-breeches hates fo, that I ſaw once, 
Madam, where there's a Lady that comes in, and catches 
der Husband fait aſleep with her own Woman, and then 
ukes her Handkerchief off her Neck, and then goes ſottly 

him 

E Wrong. And ſtrangles him in his Sleep? 

Mrs. Hart/. No, Madam. 

La. Wrong. Oh, ſtrangles the Woman. 

Mrs. 22 No, Madam, ſhe only lavs it gently over 
his Head, for fear he ſhould catch Cold, and ſo ſteals 
out of the Room, without ſo much as offering to wake 
him. 

La. Vong. Horrid ! And what becomes of the poor- 
ſpirited Creature ? 

Mrs. Hart/. O! Madam, when the Gentleman wakes, 
and finds that his Lady has been there without taking any 
gotice of it to him, he grows fo ſham'd of his Wicked- 
neſs, and fo lenſible of her Vertues, that he afterwards 
proves the civileſt Gentleman, and the beſt Husband in 
the World to her. 

La. Wrong. Foh ! were I an Husband, a Wife with 
ſuch a tame enduring Spirit would make me ſcorn her, or, 
at beſt, but ſleep at her -groveling Vertue Is my Lord 
within ? 

Mrs. Hart/. Yes, Madam, he's reading in his Cloſet. 

Ta. Wrorg, Any thing, the dulleſt Solitude more pleaſes 
tim than my Company Hoh ! [Sighing. 

Mrs. Hart/. ¶ Afde.] Ah poor Lady! it makes me weep 
to. lee her grieve at Heart fo. 

La. Teng Go to my Lord, and ſay I deſire to ſpeak. 
vith him. {Exit Mrs. Hartſhorn.] O! for a Draught of 
cold Indiffcrence to chill this lukewarm Love, ti.at uod 
rebel againſt my Peace, that I may leave without a Pang 
this hardned Wretch, and to the rude Riots of his grois 

re give him up for ever He comes, keep 
down my ſwelling Heart, and let tame Patience ſpeak my 
rongs tor once; for Wrongs like mine need not the 


Force, or Fire of Paſſion to pretent them. 


E iter Lord Wronglove. 


23 Wrong. I am told, Madam, you delice to ſpeak with 


23 La. 
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La. Teng. Yes, my Lord: and which perhaps you'll ag 
diilike, to talk with you in Temper too, if you're 3 
41'emper to receive it. 

Ld. Wrong. While you're in Temper, Madam, I fhy 
always think I owe vou the reſpect of keeping mine; ag 
when you are not, I mall keep it in reſpect to mylelf, 

La I eng. My Lord, I never had occalion to queflic 
your knowing Wiat you ouglit to do: But you are 18 
bound, you'll ſay, to make your inc/ination.a Slave 9 
vour Underſtanding: And therefore tis poſſible you won! 
want Argumente to convince me, that a Wife's oblig'd u 
bear all Faults in a Husband, that are nct in her power 
to puniſh. 

d. W277. Procecd. | 

La. 7:59. Now I muſt tell you, my Lord, when any 
one injures me, becauſe tis in their power, I {hall cer 
tainly hate 'em for't, becauie that's in my power. 

Ld. Jong. I am forry you think it worth your while to 
make ute of fo unprotitable a Power. 

La. Vrerg. I am forry I have Occaſion for it. 

Ld. B reng. Um That's half a Queſlion——— ht 
go on. 

La, Nang. And therefore ſince I find the more I en- 
deavour to detect you, the more you perſiſt in your Reſo- 
lution to uſe me ill; ſince my honeſt Reſentment, and 
your Actions have made us a mutual Grievance to one a 
nother, I fee no way in Nature to make us mutually 
juſt, but by cancelling our Obligations. If we agree to 
part, th' uneaſy Bond of Wife or Husband no longer lies 
in force againit us And fince I am contented to re- 
mit the Breaches you have made of the Conditions on your 
pats I ſuppoſe you won't think it inceniiuent with your 

eputation, to allow me part of the Fortune I brought 
you, as a ſeparate Maintenance. 

Ld. Nong. When you and I fart, Madam, you ſhall 
leave none of your Fortune behind vou: But ſhou'd ! 
now yield to your Propclal, the World might think ! 
own'd the Breaches you accule me of, and then 'twere on- 
ly parting to indu'ge your Pride: But if the tincere Sor- 
row of your humble Heart can find a way to make it 8 
conſiſtent with my Reputation, as my private Peace, I'll 
ſign to your Relief this moment. 


La 
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La. Wrong. Your Reputation! No, my Lord, that's 
our Buſineſs to fſecure, I've taken care to let my Actions 
ltify my Own; if you have been remiſs, the Fault's not 
mine to an\wer——Þ'm glad at lealt to fee you own where 
tis your VWeaknets lies. 

* - "4 * . y* . % 
Ld. Vong. l'o bear ſuch Inſults from a Wife, is not 
rhaps my call Weakne{.-—Nay, I've another tao, which 
migut own with equa] Sluſhing: \ tame forgiving Li- 
of vour unte tunate Temp r, that paules yet to take 


the Advantage of vour Diltractton to unug you, 


and call my innocent Hndeav cuts at Redreſfe, Diltratiion, 


Ld. Wrong. Innocent! Away! You take the Rudeſt, 
Fierceit, { a. cit can for Reparacion, ii you had a 


Wrong. 
La. Lian 
that m eri 


If T kad! Ins. prort able! To be cut - fac d 
Eyes deceive me! 

Ld. L Death and Confuſicn ! Suppoſe yur Wrorgs 
were true thinle what they arc pcalk e 
with a model Jongue, and blutl at al. this Reduce of 
Reſentment. 

La. Tung. Nay row, my Lord, we are pal all Argu- 
ment. 

Ld. I roro. Ti; ft we ſhould be ſo—the Subje nt 
to be beo your "Thovghts———don't miſuſe yu. , 
till I am taugt ro think you've rone. Death! Ivo H n 
tae Spiric Vi a Strumpet in the Xlisfortunes of her ſl g. ted 
Love ſhow more than you; who tho! her Heart was bicc..- 
ing with the ingen Fain, yet to her Lover's Face took 
Pride and Eule to em concernleſs at his Falſhood. 

La. erg. Ny Lord, your having a better Opinion of 
ſuch Crearures than your Wife, is no new Thing to me; 
but I muſt tell you, I have not deſerv'd your vile Compa- 
non. Nor thall I ever buy an Husband's Inclination, 
by being lilte the hor: id Things vou doat on. 

Ld. II %. Come, !ince yoa are incorrigible, I'll give 
your Pride the vain Reliet you ask for Your Tem- 


per is at laſt in:0;eravie, and now "tis mutual Eaſe to part 
wich you: Yet to let yon ſce 'tis not in the power of 
al your Follics to provoke me to an Injuſtice, I will 
not traſt your Wiſhes with your own Diſcretion 3 but it 
you have a Fricnd, that's not an Enemy to me, whole 

| : Honelty 
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Honeſty and Senſe you dare depend on, let him be Umyin 
of the Conditions, of what's proper both of us ſhould vid 
to when we part; and here's my Hand, my Word, my Ho 
nour, I'll fign'em on demand. 


have henceforth no In;uries to reproach you with, 

Ld. Wrons. Tf in the leaſt Article I ſhrink from it, cox. 
clude me then the mean, the ſervile Wretch you'd make 
me. 

La. Wrong. I'd make you juſt, my Lord; if that's 1 
fault, I never ſhall repent it. 

Led. Wrong. We are now no longer our own Judges: Mz. 
dam, name the Perſcn you appeal to. 

La. I/r:ng. O! my Lord, you can't be more in hafe 
than l am: Sir Friexaly Moral; and 1 think you can hare 
Lo Objection to his Integrity [ appeal to him. 

Id. Vong. The Man o'th' World F wou'd have choſe 
myſelf; 8 you pleaſe, Madam, I'll wait upon you u 
him immediately. 

La. Vong. No, my Lord, I think it won't be unreaſon- 
able, if I ſpeak with him alone firſt. 

Ld. Vreng. With all my heart; in half an Hour then I'll 
fo'low: you. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, you need not affect this Indifte- 
rence, I have Provocations enough without it————T'll pp, 
depend upon't. 

Ld. Bong. I thought you had been gone, Madam. How 
now! [Paſſing ha/lily by bin. 


Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Lord Wronglove. 

Serv. Sir Friendly Moral defires to ſpeak with your Lord- 
ſhip; he ſtays in the next Room, and begs my Lady may 
not know he's here. 

La. Wrong. [ Iuruing] What can that Whiſper mean 
But I have done with Jealouſy. 

Ld. Wrong. When your Lady's gone out, deſire him to 
walk in. [Exit Serwant] In half an hour, as 1 told you, 
I'Il poſitively be with you. 

La. VMrong. O! my Lord, I ſhan't ſtay to interrupt your 
Privacies. [Exit Lady W ronglove. 
Ld Vong. How unfortunate mult this Woman's Temper 
be, when een this Aﬀectation of Indificrence is the greateſt 


La. Wrong, Keep but your word in this, my Lord, andi! 
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Proof I ever received of her Inclination ? W hat can 
this come to ? By Sir Friendly's being here, I fancy 
he has been diſcloſing her Grievance already; and when ſhe 
has made the very worſt of it, I am miſtaken, if his Tem- 

and Underſtanding won't convince her, that "tis below 


' the Pride and Prudence of a Wife, to take fo violent a no- 


tice of it But here he comes——— Exter Sir Friendly 
Moral J, Sir Friendly, your moſt humble Servant Come, 
we are alone, | gueſs the Buſineſs my Wife has been 
talking with you. 

Sir F.. No, my Lord; and unleſs you give me your word 
to be ſecret, I dare not tell you my Buſineſs. 

Ld. Ving. Upon my Honour. 

Sir Fr. Then, there, my Lord, I juſt now received that 
Letter from her. 

Id. Vong. [Reads] 

T laſt, I find there's no way of being ealy in my life, 
A but parting for ever with my Lord: And I wwou'd wil- 
imgty do it in ſuch a manner, as might leaſt blame me to the 
world. Your Friendbip to both our Families will, I am ſure, 
gage you te adviſe me in the ſafeſt Method: Thereſ,re I beg 
you'll be at home ſome time this Evening, that I may ſpeak 
with you ; for Life, as it is, is inſuptertable. I am, Sir, Sc. 


Well, Sir Friendly, then I can tell you half your Trouble's- 
over ; for we have agreed to part already, and both have 
choſen you the Umpire of the Conditions. 

Sir Fr. How, my Lord! cou'd Paſſion be ſo far your 
Maſter too ? 

[d. Wrong. Why faith, Sir Friendly, Patience could en- 
dure it no longer "I'was her own Propoſal, and ſhe 
found the way at laſt to provoke me, to take her at her. 
word, EO 
Sir Fr. Her word, fy! fy ! becauſe ſhe'd lame her Re- 
putation to cripple your's, ſhall you revenge her Folly on. 
yourſelf ? Come, come, your Underſtanding ought to have 
— Compaſſion for the Misfortune of a weak Woman's 

emper. 

1 Oh! ſhe's implacable 

Sir Fr. That Qunality puniſhes itſelf, my Lord; and 
lince the Provocation's yours, it might ſometimes be par- 
don d. Do but imagine how it mult gall the Heart of a 

C5, Woman 
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Woman of Spirit, to ſee the looſe Coquets of her Acquain. | 


tance {mile at her modiſh Huſband's fleepirg in a ſeparm 
Bed from her. 

Ld. Ming. Humph ! there's ſomething in what you ſay= 
I own——Not but you'll laugh at me, ſhould I tell you the 
true and honeit Occaſion of it. 

Sir Fr. Not if it be true, and honeſt, my Lord. 

Ld. Wrorng. Upon my faith, it was not the leaſt diſtaft 
of her Perion, but her being down-right an intolerable 
Bedfellow. . 

Sir Fr. How do you mean? 

Ld. Vong. I cou'd never ſleep with her For tho! ſhe 
loves late Hours, yet when ſhe has ſeen me gape for Bed, 
like a Waiter at the Groom Porter's in a Morning, ſhe 
wou'd ſtill reſerve to herſelf the tedious Decorum of being 
nrſt ſollicited for her Company; ſo that ſhe uſually con- 
triv'd to let me be three quarters aſleep, before ſhe woud 


do me the honour to diſturb me. Then beſides this, I ww | 


ſeldom lefs than two Nights in four, but in the very middle 
of my ſirſt comfortable Nap, I was awaken'd with th' alarun 


of tingle, tingle, tingle, for a quarter of an hour together, | 


that you'd Wear ſhe wanted a DcQor or a Midwife: 
And by and by dewn comes Madamoileile with a fingle 
Under-Petticoat in one hand, and rubbing her Eyes will 
t'other; and then, atter about half an hour's weighty Ar. 


guments on both fides, poor Madamoiſclle is guilty of not | 


having pull'd the Sheet ſmooth at ker feet ; by which un- 
pardonable Neglect, her Lady ſhip's little Toe had lain a 
leait two Hours upon the Rack of a Wrinkle, that had al 
moſt put her into a Fever This, when I civilly com- 
plain d of, ſhe ſaid ſhe mult either be eaſy in the Bed, or 
go Out of it=————l told her, that was exactly my Caſe; 
to I very fairly ſtep'd into the next Room, where I hare 
ever ſ nce ſlept moſt profourdly ſound, without ſo much # 
once dreaming of her. 

Sir Fr, An unfortunate Circumſlance truly! but I fee 
a little matter, my Lord, will part People chat don't care 

for Company. : 
Id. Wrong. But, Sir Friendly, (not to trouble you with 3 
long Particular of the Provocations I had from her Temp, 


to run a rcguing at fir) ſuppcſe I have play'd the fool, 1 


the Fault unpardcnable? Is a Wife's Reputation _— 
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Huſband's, mean, or infamous, becauſe ſhe over-looks the 
lly. 
re Fr. No-—but did you, my Lord, ever give her any 
ſigns of a Repentance ? 

Ld. Wrirg. As far as I thought the nature of the Crime 
requir'd ['ve often receiv'd her moderate Reproaches 
with a Smile, and Raillery——given her leave to guels, in 
hopes her Underitanding wou'd have imil'd again, and par- 
don'd 1t. 

Sir Fr. And what Effect had that? 

14. Miong. O! none in nature! For, Sir, her Pride has 
poſſeſs'd her with to horrid an Idea of the Crime, that my 
making flight on't but the more incenſes her: And when 
once her Paſſion takes the liberty of her Tongue to me, I 
neither {pare Authority, nor IIl- Nature to provoke or ſilence 
her This generally is our courſe of Converſation; 
and for auglht | ive, it we ſhou'd not agree upon parting, 
we are in as fair a way of heartily plaguing one another 
for life, as cer a comfortable Couple in Europe. 

Sir F.. My Lord, the Thought's too melancholly to jeſt. 
upon. 

Ld. Wrong. Why faith, I have ſo far a Concern for 
her, that cou'd any means of an Accommodation be found, 
that were not unfit for an Hutband to ſubmit to, I ſhou'd 
not yet refuſe to come into it. 

Sir Fr. Spoken like a Man, my Lord: How far the 
Fault's in 5. I partly ſee; and when I have made the 

enquiry imo my Lady's Grief, I doubt not then I 
ſhall be better able to adviſe. 

Id. Ing. You've now an Opportunity; for ſhe's gone 
this very minute to my Lady Gentle's, to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Fr. Twere belt to loſe no time then, my Lord; Pl! 
take my leave Nay, no Ceremony. 

Ld. Heng. No, I'm, going part of your way——upon my 
word. [ E x77. 


Enter Lady Gentle, readixg a Letter, and Mi.,. Conqueſt. 
Mrs. Cen. 1 hope Sir Miliau's well, Madam. 
La. Gert. Yes, very well, my Dear, and deſires his Bai 
mains to your Ladyſtip. 
Mrs. Con. Dees he fay any thing cf coming to town? 
La. Genz, No, nothing yer. 
62 s' 
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Mrs. Con. No ! Pray, Madam, don't you think his good 
Worſhip begins to be a little fonder of Fox-hunting, than 
you cou'd wiſh he were ? 

La. Gent. I am always pleas'd while he's diverted ; if you 
ſaw his Letters to me, you would not think I had any rex 
ton to complain. 

Mrs. Con. Nay, the World owns your Ladyſhip has the 
perfect Secret of making a good Husband. 

La. Gent. Believe me, Child, the matter's not ſo difficult 
as People wou'd have it. If you but knew. what Trifles, in 
the Compliance of a Woman's Temper, ſooth a Man w 
Fondneſs, you'd admire to what childiſh Obſtinacy ſo many 
Women owe their Uncaſineſs. 


Enter Miſs, crying. 

Miſs Net. Oh! oh! 

La. Gent. How now ! what's the matter, my Dear? 

Miſs Net. Oh! oh! Madam! Madam! 

Mrs. Con. Bleſs me | what ails the Child? 

Miſs Nor. I have been fo abus'd ' fo affronted ! 

La. Gert. Abus'd! by whom, my Dear ? 

Miſs Nee, That Monſter of Men, my Lord George Brit 
ant. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord George 

Miſs Nor. Oh! I can't ſpeak for Paſſion ' 

La. Gent. I'm amaz'd ! what has he done, Child? 

Miſs Not. The moſt provoking, impudent thing that ever 
was offer d to a young Creature, ſure: Oh! oh N 

Mrs. Cor. [ A/ide.] This muſt be ſome ſtrange thing, in- 
deed : For if I don't miſtake, her young Lady ſhip thinks 
Herſelf old enough for moſt ſorts of Impudence, that a Man 
can offer to her. | 

La. Gent. Has he offered any Love, or Rudeneſs to you? 

Miſs Nez. O worſe ! worſe! a thouſand times. | 

Mrs. Cen. Worſe! what can that be, Child ?—Unleſs it 
be, that he has not made love to her ? 22 

Miſs Nez, O! Madam! 'tis not myſelf alone, but your 
Ladyſhip, and Mrs. Congueft tco, that are affronted. 

Mrs. Con. Am I in? But it's no novelty to me—l have 
ſo far the better of both of you, I am us'd to his Impu- 
dence, and know how to bears i: 1 
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La Gent. I am amaz'd, pray let's hear, Child. 

Miſs Net. O! I could tear his Fleſh for having ſuch a 
chought of me. | 

La. Gent. What thought, my Dear ? 

Miſs Not. O! Madam! cou'd any thing but the greateſt 
Villain upon Earth, think to make me a Procureſs? 

La. Gent. Child! you ſtartle me 

Miſs Net. Or any Mortal, but from a moſt profligate 
Principle of the moſt provoking. Vanity, nouriſh but the 
kalt living hope againſt your Ladyſhip's Virtue ? 

La. Gent. How, Child ! 

Miſs Noe. Or any Monſter, but the moſt ungrateſul, moſt 
audacious of XNlankind propoſe too, that I ſhou'd diſcover 
his odious Inclinations to your Ladyſhip, before the very 
face of one who innocently loves him: O! I am paſt Pa- 
tience ! I think I do it bravely. [ide 

| [Halls in diforder. 


La. Gent. | am all Confuſion ! 

Mrs. Con. [ 4/ide.] If this Girl's Paſſion is not all an Air, 
ind his own Contrivance, then will I be bound to endure 
the Succeſs of it. 

La. Gent. His Inclination ! and to me ! and yet propos'd, 
that you ſhou'd diſcover ic before Mrs. Congueft too: To 

ory in ſuch Inio'ence ! Tins ſeems a Contradiction. 

Mits Not. Or elſe, faid he, *'twould never be believ'd ; for 
having the idle Reputation of liking one, I am oblig'd that 


| both ſhould know it, that ſhe I really love may tee I'm 


wholly free from any former Paſhon. 
Mrs. Con. This Lye muſt be his own, by the Extremity 


oſ its Impudence. [ Afiae. 


Ly, Genc. But when he us'd my Name, Child, why were 
you not ſhock'd at firit ? Why did not you leave him to tell 
tis idle Story to the Wind? | 

Miſs Nor. O Madam ! that was what betrayed me into 
hearing him: For when he firſt began, he nam'd no Names; 
that he reſerv'd tull laſt, till he had told me all, to clinch 
de Secret with, 

La. Gent. But pray, Child, how did he begin it? What 
was his manner ot firſt attempting you? 

Mrs. Con. Her Ladyſhip grows a little inquiſitive, me- 
thinks. [ Afde. 
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Miſs Not. O! with all the ſubtle Softnels that ever hum 
ble Love inipir'd: Then of a ſudden, rouſing fron 
his Fear, he gave himſelf ſuch an animated Air of Cong, 
dence, threw back his Wig, and cry'd aloud: 


But hy Hh , he aſbam'd, or angry be, 
To be belaw'd by me? 


Mrs. Con. What do you think of his Xlodeſty nos, 
Madam ? 
La. Gent. | am amaz d, indeed. 
Miſs Nor. Then he turn'd to me, fr ,d me by the Hand, 
and, knreling, begg'd my Friend.nip, and threw into my 
Lap ſuch unteld Heaps of Gold, forc'd upon my Finger 
too a ſparkling Diamond, I tlougit mult beggar him to 
purchaſe haut when 1 heard him cloſe his impudent 
Story, u th offering me a Lener to give your Ladyhip, 
while \:r5. Conguejt Was by | ftarted ap, and told 
him, Ves, my Lord, I'll do your Errand, bat without your 
Letter, in anotier manner than your infamous Principle 
have propos'd it; my Lady ſhall krow your Paſſion, bu 
know it as I do, to avoid, to loath, and icorn vou for ſuch 
a _villainous 'I hovght. While I was ſaying this, I threw 
his filthy Gold upon the Floor, his Letter into the Fire, 
his Diamond out of the Windo, and left him to gather 
em up, as he pieas'd, without expecting an Aniver, 

La. Gent. Sure! tis impointyic a Man ſnou'd wear a Face, 
that cou'd fo itcdiaiily belye his IIcart. 
Miſs Net. So 1 was reiolv'd to tell your Lady fſhig——Be 
ſides, I thought it proper Mrs. C7177 hould know his 
Brutality to her tco. 
Mrs. Con. O! I am mightily cblig'd to you, my Dear; 
but I knew him be fore. 
Mifs. Not. [ le.] Hah! how affectedly indifferent tle 
vain thing is? | 

La. Gent. M Dear, I'm at a loſs how far to doubt, orto 
believe this Fol of him Pray adviie me. [T. Conguett. 

Mrs. Cen. It your Ladyſhip wou'd take my Opinion, I'd 
be entirely eaſy, Pd neither doubt or helicve any thing df 
tne matter, till I had it confirm'd hom his own Behaviour. 
Miſs Noe. [de.] I can't bear thi: She ſhan't be ſo 
eaſy 2.1 tell her the whole wuth of his aderelhng to 
me, but I U humble her. L. 
2. 


und ſce no Company at all 
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La. Gent. Now, you Know, he was to be here with other 
Company at Cards to-night; but if you'll do me the favour 
o fic with me, Vil keep my Chamber, fay | m indiſpos'd, 
What thinik you ? 

Mrs. Con. | chink it won't be worth that trouble, Madam. 

Euter a Serwant. 

Serv. Madam, the Company's come. 

La. Gent. ls my Lord George there? 

Fry. Yes, Madam. 

La. Gert. What ſhall we do now? 

Mrs. Con. By all means go ard receive him among the 
reft, as vou us'd to do, and take no notice of any ching 
Tu wait upon your Ladyſhip in two minutes. 

La. Gent. It you don't, 1 thall certainly betray myſelf; 
Il come and tech you. (Exit Lads Gentle. 

Mrs. Cen. As you pieate, Macam | nave obſerv'd a 
thoughtfal Smi.e upon this Girl's Face, that makes me 
fancy her Secret is but half out yet——if I guets right, I'll 
een pique her little Pride till ſlie cells me, tor I Know the 
Chit does not care for me. [ Afrde. 

Miſs N.“. On! Mrs. antes a little upon the hum-drum 
at laſt, I fee; 'i make her fob before | have done with 
her Mrs. C2gnr/?, you ſcem a itte concern'd about 
this matter; now, it I were you, I'd take no manner of 
notice of it, he hqu'd not have the pride to think 'twas in 
his power to give me a momen:'s Unezüngts. 

Mrs. Con. „ly Dear, you adviſe me very weil; but, upon 

word, [ 2m not une y. 

Miſs Not. Pcoh ! That's ſuch a Jet! as if you did not 
love my Lord Ce:r--. 

Mrs. Con. Did he ever tell you I did? 

Miſs Nor. Tell me !——No :——But—cre ſces that well 
enough. | 

Mrs. Con. Why then, if I do love him, Child, you may 
depend upon't, its only from the Affurances I have of his 
loving me only. 

Mus Not. But ſince you ſee las the World will too, in a 
lite time) how falic thoſe A Tarances are, had not you bet- 
ter vow to leave him, tnan lie under the {candai of his leaving 
you! | | 
| Mrs, Can. No, Child; PII ſtill keep up my Pretenſions, 
Lit be only to hinder other vain Creatures trol coming into 

hapes 


68 The Lapy's LAST STAKE: oF, 


hopes of him: For I know, were I once to own myſelf gx 
engag'd, then ev'ry impertinent Coquet in town would þ 
giving Airs to him. 

Mits Not. Was ever any thing ſo ſtupidly vain ? [ 444 
Lard Madam, you have a mighty opinion of your Per. 
fections ſure, to think it impoſſible a Nlan can be falſe 
you: Some Women wou'd ha" been a-top of the Houſe 
this time, it they had only heard of their Lover's comma 
Civility to another You are ſtrangely happy ſure, whey 
his owning a Paſſion to your Friend, before your face, cant 
make you uneaſy; Heh ! heh! 

Mrs. Con. Methinks, Child, my want of Jealouſy fron 

what you've ſaid, gives you a little uneaſineſs ] ſhou d be 
loth to think his idle way of Raillery had taught you 9 
think. of Love fo ſoon! 
Miſs Not. So ſoon! I ſuppoſe, Madam, if I had the for- 
wardneſs of your Ladyihip's Inclination, I might produce 
as good Proofs of his Paſſion for me, as you can of his 
Conltancy to you. 
Mrs. Con. So! ſhe's ſtirr'd -I muſt have the reſt on't. 2 
His Paſſion to thee, Love, that were impoſſible Have a 
Paſſion for any thing ſo uncapable to conceive it—W hy Loye'; 
a thing you won't be fit to think of theſe two Years. 

Mits Not. Not think of it! I'd have you to know, Ma. 
dam, there are Men in the world that think me as fit fora 
Lover, as your Ladyihip. 

Mrs. Con. So! now it's coming. Aid. 
Miſs Net. And however unfit you think me, Madam, [I'd 
adviſe you, next time any Man's idle Raillery flatters you 
into a Paſſion for him, don't let me know it; I ſay, don't 
let me know it, for fear my Unfitneſs ſhould deceive your 
Vanity, by taking him from you——Not think of it — 
I ſhall live to ſee you burtt with Euvy, Madam Do you 
obſerve me? Burſt! burit! Not think of it! 

Mrs. Con. Nay, now I am convinc'd— This Paſſion, I 
dare ſwear, is rea!—He has certainly ſaid ſome civil ry 
to thee, before he was aware But for what you fai 
him juſt now, to my Lady Gentle. my Pretty One 

Miſs Not. Pretty One! Pray, Madam Tho 
Tm ſorry I can't ſay the ſame of your Ladyſhip. a 

Mrs. Con. I fay all your late ſobbing, and pretending to 
throw Gold about the Room, and Diamonds = 3 the 

indou, 
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Window, and all that tuff, my Honey, I am now confirm'd 
was all, from firſt to laſt, the pretty Fiction of thy own lit- 
le Pride and Jealouſy, only to have the Eaſe of giving me 
Pain, from his ren forſaking me. 

Miſs Not. Ha! ha ! ha! I am glad to fee your Vanity 
6 ſwell'd. Madam; but fince I find 'tis your Diſeaſe, I'll 
te your Friend for once, and work your Cure by burſting 
it, Know then, you have gueſs'd a ruth that has undone 
you: The part I've acted of his Res Paſhon to ano- 
ther, was, as you ſaid indeed, a Fiction all, and only play'd 
to give my Pride the diverſion of his owning to your face, 
how little he regards you. But know the fatal Face to 
which you owe your Ruin, was not my Lady Gentle's (that 
was my own Invention) but mine; not her, nor you, but 
me, and me alone he loves Theſe poor unfit Features 
have ſeduc'd him from you-—And now let all the World 
(that ſees how barbarouſly your Vanity, or mine, has mil- 
taken idle Raillery for Love) judge who's moſt fit to think 
of it. Exit. 

Mrs. Con. Now the Myſtery's unſolded—0 thi ſub- 
te Devil ! how artfully has he fool'd this forward Girl to 
his Affiſtance Well! there's ſomething in the 
barefac'd exceſs of his Aſſurance that makes me ſmile : 
I'm loth to ſay he's impudent, but he has an undaunted 
Modeſty, that's certain, and for that very one Quality 


drill be worth my while not to truſt him even with my 


Lady Gent le- O Sir 


: Enter Sir Friendly Moral. | 
vir Fr. So Child, how fland Affairs now? Any freſit 


Diſcovery ? : 
Mrs. Con. Only a trifling Confirmation or two, Sir, of 
what we ſuſpected before Therefore what we do 


muſt be done quickly) Have you conſider'd what 
l propoſed, Sir? 
Sir Fr. In troth 'tis a wild Thought, hut you have a 
vid Spark to deal with, and for aught I know, his own 
may be likelieſt to hold him. Only take this general 
Caution with you, that the warmth of your Undertaking 
t carry you into any Action, that the Diſcretion of 
Jour Sex can't anſwer. 1 
36. 
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Mrs. Con. Fear nct, Sir, I know my Man, and kno} Mr 
myſelf. La. 


Sir Fr. Then here's your Letter writ, and ſcabd ua s 1 
directed. 


who 

Mrs. Con. And here comes my Lady, "twill be now;ff that | 
ft Occaſion to make uſe of it. Mone 
Sir Fr. Vil leave you then. Mr 
Mrs. Con. When I have done with her, Sir, I won | fomet 
conſult you farther. | tive! 
Sir Fr. I'll expect you in my Chamber. [Exit Sir Friend | Hope 
Euter Lady Gentle. La 

La. Gent. O Child, I'm glad I have found you. priz'c 
Mrs. Can. What's the mater, Madam ? 10 v 
La. Gert. I think I was never more provok'd in my Lig | M 
Mrs. Can. Any thing from my Lord George ? word 
La: Gent: Ve lomething that makes me ſhudde | fuch 
at the Thought, ba(er 
Nirs. Con. Bleſs me! L 


La. Gent. Somet ing fo groſly inſolent in the overs. M 
ſpectfulneſs of his BeHeviour, ſuch an affected Awe when | Hop 
he but ſpeals to me, omething that ſhews within his Heat | nute 
ſo vein, fo arrogant a Hope; it 1nore provokes me thay | qu 
all the aulwvard Follies of a barctac'd lmpudence: And | kim 
fince I find he fecretly preſumes upan my knowing by | «rt: 
odious Secret, "twill be therefore but equal Juitice to ny | @ | 
ſelf and you, to cruſn his idle Hopes at once: For na || prot 
to check, is to cncourage 'em: And hen once a Woman; I 
known to be fallow'd, let he- Virtue be never ſo fame, J nott 
or fortified, the good-natur'd 'L own always conclude the | War 


Lover ſucceisiul. \ 
Mrs. Can. You did not ſeem to underitand his Bebe | not! 
viour, 'em 
Mrs. Gene. I can't tell whether he und2rio04 me, d | adv 
no; but I cou'd not help faying in a v-ry gate manner, | 
that whatever {trait I put myſelf to, his 1 noulaud Pound | We 
ſhou'd certainly be paid him next Week. — 
Mrs. Con. And how did he take it: W 
La. Gent. O! he is not to be pu: out of CountenanG, Wh 
that I ſee, for he preſs'd me with a world of ealy Cit | 


lity, not to give myſelf the leaſt Concern; for if I plews. , 
he wou'd immediately give me a very fair chance to 5 , 
him, without ever drawing a Line for it. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Can A fair Chance! What was it;? 

La. Gent. Why ke ofter'd me indeed at Ii quet ſuch odds, 
« | am ſure ke is not able to give me; tur Count Taiiin, 
who ſtood by, thought it fo confiderable an Advantage, 
that he begg'd he might go my halves, or what part of the 


TY 


Money I pla- d. | 85 
Mrs. Con. Well ſaid Count This may come to 


ſomething She mult piay 0 ich lim ä tor po- 
tively there's no other way of iccing a quick end of his 
Hopes, or my own. N 3 

La. Gent. The extravagance of his Offer I conſeſs ſur- 
priz'd me: ſo | enly td him, I'd coulicer cn't, and came 
to you for Advice. 

Mrs. Con. Then certainly, Madzm, take him at his 
word ; and fince you know his dichoneſt end, in offering 
ſuch an Advantage, ev'n make ule cn't, and let hiz very 
baſeneſs puniſh it ſelf. 

La. Gent. As how ? 

Mrs Con. Look you, the beſt way to diſappoint his 
Hopes, is firit to rai e em Go to him this Mi- 
nute call for Cards and put on all the 
toquet Airs imaginable: Smile at his Reipect, and glance 
him out of his affected Modeſty. By this means you will 
certainly encourage his Vanity, not only to the Gallantry 
of letting you win vour own \loney again, but more than 
probably, of loling his own to you. 

La, Gent I vow you tempt me ſtrangely I boggle at 
nothing, but thoſe Airs you ſpeals of, 1 hall do it ſo auk- 
vardly 

Mrs. Con. Pooh! I warrant you, truſt to Nature; it's 
nothing, one cannot ſet one's IIair in a Glals without 
em [f it were not a ture Cad, vou can't think Id 
ariſe you to play it, for mv own ſake. 

La. Gent. Ihat, indeed, leaves me nothing to ſay. 
Well, upon your Encouragement, [ wiil venture, and the 
rery Moment I get home the Sum I am out to him, 
Fil throw up my Cards, and fairly tell him, I know 
When "tis time to give over. 

Mrs. Cor. Admirable ! 

La. Gent. Nay, and becauſe I don't think I owe him the 
Repard of declaring it mvic't, Vil go Cown into S & to: 

mMorrovs 
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morrow Morning, and leave you, it you think nt, to tel 
him the Occaſion. 

Mrs. Con. No, Madam, to let your I adyſtiip ſee I think 
every thing is entirely jafe under your Diſcretion, as 
own, I am reſolv'd to go out of 'I'own this Moment. 

La. Gent. What do you mean ? 

Mrs. Con I have received a Jetter here from my Br. 
ther Sir Charles, my Twin-Brother, Madam, whom} 
have not ſeen theſe nine Years ; he arrived but laſt Night 
from Italh, to take Poſſeſſion of his Eſtate, he's now at hy 
Houle in E x, and a little indiſpos'd after his Voyage, he 
has ſent his Coach, and begs, if poſſible, I would be with 
him to-night. | 

L# Gent. To-night! Impoſſible ! Go as early in the | Mil 
Morning, Child, as you plicale. 

Mrs. Con. No, dear Madam, pardon me, the Moon the 
ſhines, and I had rather defer my Sleep, than break it. * 

La. Gent. Well, my Dear, ſince you won't be perſuaded, 

J with you a good Journey I ſhall ſce you before yeu 
0 


Mrs. Cor. I have juſt a Moment: Buſineſs with Sit 85 
Friendly, and then l' wait upon your Lady ſhip. [Exit 
Lady Gentle.) Well there ſhe goes How ſhe will " 
come off I can't tell. The good Woman, I dare iwear, i 
truly innocent in her Intentions, but good looking after, [ = 
fancy, can do her no Injury: For Virtue, tho' the's of 2 15 
Noble Spirit, and a great Conqueror, tis true; yet, a 1 
ſhe's ſtout, alas ! we know ſhe's merciful, and when fy I 
Humility and Nature kneel hope'e!s to her unqueltion'd 
Power, they look io pitiful, ſpeak in ſach a gentle Tone, ph 
and fizh their Griefs with ſuch Submiſion, that cruel 5 
Virtue loſes all its Anger for Compaliion Compathon 
kindles Hope, Hope arms Aſſurance, and then Tho 
Virtue may have Courage enough to give a ſtout Knock ( 
with her Heel, for ſome body to come in—ſtill, I tay, 
if ſome body ſhou'd come 1In————twou'd be ungrate- 
ful in any Woman alive not to allow, that good Atter- 
dance ſometimes may do her Virtue conſiderable — c 
ii. . 
The End of the Fourth A C F. ! 
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The SCENE continue. 


Enter Lird George, and U, Notable. 
Mis Voz. OO when 1 found that wou'd not take down her 
Vanity, I &en told her the whole Truth cf 
the Matter, that it was not my lady Gernt/e, but her 
humble Servant was her Rival. 

Ld. Ces. Well faid! What did XIrs. Congreft ſay upon 
that ? 

Miſs N. She did not fay much, but the poor Soui's 
gene out of Low upon't. 

Ld. Geo. Out of 'L'own at this time of Night! What d'ye 
nean? 

Miſs Not. Juſt as I ſay, Sir———Her Brother, it ſeeme, 
is come from 'I'ravel, ſo the Fulneſs of her Stomach laid 
hold on that Occaſion, and ſhe pretends fhc's gone to meet 
bim — Now what I expect from you is this; fince 
I fee nothing but Demonſtration will heartily. humble her 
Ladyſhip, you ſhall confeſs all I told her of your Addrefiing 
to me, under your own Hand, in a Billet to me, whicn 
il incloſe in a {inging Letter from myiclf to her, and 
lend 1t immediately. 

Ld. Geo, So, ic, | am like to be drawn into a fine Bu- 
ſneſs here: Ihe Jeſt mult not go ſo far neither: The 
Cnild has a Rrange Vivacity in her Good- nature 

| LAlide. 


Miſs Xs. You pauſe upon't 


Id. C.. Well, Madam, to let you tee I ſcorn to pro- 
{is more than I'll ftand to, do you draw up the Letter to 
your Mind, I'll copy it, and-—and—and—and—put 
the Change upon you. [ Age. 

Miss Net. Ay, now you fay ſomething, 11] about it im 
medlately. 


Id, 


—— ————————— 
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Ld. Ces. Do fo, I'll flay here till you have done | 
[Exit Miſs Not]! Who fays I am not a Provident 


* 4 
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Lover? For now by that time my Harveſt of 
Gentle is over, the early Inclination I have fown in thy 
Girl will be juſt ripe and ready for the Sickle — tit 
Woman's Man ſhould breed his Nlittreſles, as an old When 
d'ye-call-um does young Girls in a Play- Houle, one under 
another, that he may have always ſomething fit for the 
Deſire of ſeveral! Perſons of (Wality— gut here comes 
Lady Genz!: Aſſurance ſtand fait, and don't let the inf 
lent Awe of a fine Woman's Vertue look thee out of Coun 
tenance. 


Enter Lad) Gentle. 

La. Gert. Come, come, my Lord, where do you run? 
the Cards ſtay tor you. 

Ld. Gra. 1 did not know your Ladyſhip had reſolyd 
to do me the Honour of accepting the Match I proposd 
you. 
La. Cent. O your Servant, grave Sir—you have a mind 
to be off on't, | ſuppote——but as meer a Country-Gen- 
tlewoman as you think me, you'll find I am enough in 
the Mode not to refuſe a good Offer, whether I deſerveit 
or no. 

Ld. Ges. Coquet, by all that's lovely. [.454.]—I mutt 
confeſs, Madam, I ſhou'd be glad to fee your Ladyſhipa 
little better reconcil'd to the Diverſions in faſhion, 

La. Gent. And if I have any Skill in Faces, whatever 
folemn Airs you give yourſelf, no body is more a private 
Friend to em than your Lordſhip. 

Ld. Geo. I can't dilown a ſecret Tendernefs for every 
Thing that ought to move the |icart, but Reputation ſhou'd 
be always ſacred: And he that does not take ſome care 
of his own. can never hope to be much trutted with other 
Peoples: For were a Woman of Condition generoully to 
make that Truſt, what Confequence upon Earth cou'd be 
more terrible to her, than the Folly, or Baſeneſs of ha 
Lover's expoſipg the Secret. 

La. Gert. Very modiſh Nora!s, upon my Word; fo that 
a prudent Regard to her Reputation is all the Vertue you 
think a Woman has occaſion jor Fie, fie, Pil ſwear, 
my Lord, I took you for quite another Man. 


Lc. 
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Ld. Ges. I never was deceiv'd in your Ladyſhip, for I 
always took you for a Woman of the firit and quickeſt 
Underitanding. 

La. Gent. Are not you a wicked Creature? How can you 
ure the Aſſurance to think auy Woman that knows you, 
will be commecnly civil to you ? 

Ld. Geo. I do think the moſt impudent Thing a Man 
an offer a Woman, is to ask the lealt Favour ol her be- 
fore he has done ſomething to delerve it; ard to, if you 

e, Madam, we'il &en fit down to Picquet, and make 
u end of our Argument afterwards. 

La. Gent. | Ajide.] How blind is Vanity? that this Wretch 
ent fee I tool him all this while; Well, my Lord, 
for once I won't baulk your Gallantry. [ Exter Sir Friendly. ] 
Come, Sir Friendly, my Lo:d and | are going to Picquet; 
have you a mind to look on a little ? 

Sir Fr. Lreth, Madam, I bave often look'd on, and 
have as often wondered, to fee two very good Friends fit 
frly down, and in cool Blood, agree to with one ano- 
tier heartiiy inconvenienc'd in their Fortune. 

Ld. Geo. O Fie! Nuncle, that's driving the Conſequence 
too far. 

dir Fr. Not a Jot———And 'tis amazing, that ſo many 
good Families fhou'd daily encourage a Divcrſion, whote 
umolt Pleaſure is founded upon Avarice and III- nature: 
Tor thoſe are always the ſecret Principles of deep Play. 

Re-enter Miſs, and avinks ta Lord Geo 

Ld. Geo. Iil wait upon your Ladyſhip in a Mor t. [ Exit. 
| La. Gent. I don't know, Play is a Diverſion dat always 
— the Spirits awake, methinks, whether orc wins or 


vir Fr. I have very little to ſay againſt a moderate uſe 
Cit but we grow ſerious ————Pray, Xladam, 
ny Lady Min lede in the next Rom? 

La. Gent. I lett ker there, ſhe wa, enquiring for you 
llere ſhe is. 


Euter Lady Wronglove. 
* Gent. Well, adam! What are they doing with- 
ol 


| La, rang. There's like to be no Bank, I find, they 
Tall broke into Omb:ce and Picquet. 


La. 


—_ x — —- — 


76 The Lady's LAST STAKE: or, 


La. Gent. Your Ladyſhip is not for play then? 

La. Wrong. Not yet, Macam; I have a word or tw 
with Sir Friendly, and I'il endeavour to wait on your Ia 
dyſhip. 

1 Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, here's Sir Fob! Congue/? juſt come 9 
Town, he enquires for your Ladyſhip, or Sir Fried 
Moral. 

La. Gent. Sir John! What a Miſtake has poor Mn 
Conqueſt made now ? She went but an Hour ago to meg 


im. 

Sir Fr. Will your Ladyſhip give me leave to wait a 
him ? 

La. Gent. If you pleaſe to give yourſelf that trouble, Si 
Friendly. Pray deſire him to walk in. | Exit Sir F nendly.] 
Is my Lord F7ong/ove come, Madam *? 

La. Vong. He ſaid he would be here; but you muſt ng 
expect him the more for that. 

a. Gert, He does not much ſtand upon Forms, indeed; 
but he's extremely good-humour'd, when one has him. 

La. Vong. How can People taite Good-humour, when 
there's no Principle ? 

La. Gent. And what dull Company wou'd the ſtricel 
Principles be without Good-humour ? 

La. Wrong. And yet the beſt 'Temper's but a Cheat with 
out 'em. 

La. Gent. He muſt be a Nan indeed that lives without! 
Fault; but there are ſome, that tis always a Woman's I 
tereſt to over-look in a Husband : Our Frowns may goven 
Lovers, but Husbands mult be ſmil'd cn. 

La. Vong. I ſhou'd deſpiſe the Nan that muſt be fi 
ter'd to be juſt. 

La. Gent. Alas! the Price is very little, and let me ul 
you, Madam, the Man that's juſt, is not to be deſpis'd. 

La. Wrong. He that lives in a profeis'd Contempt of Ob 
ligations, can never be belov'd "tis better to 
em: you'll {hortly fee me eaſy : 

La. Cent I thall ever with you ſo. 


End 


> & 
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Euler Sir Friendly, with Mrs. Conqueſt, in Man's Habit. 


Sir Fr. This, Sir, is my Lady Gentle. [ They ſalute. 
La. Gent. You are welcome into England, vir. 


Enter Lord George, cho ſecrng Mrs. Conquelt, 4hiſpers Sir 
Friendly. 


Mrs. Con. I hope your Ladyſhip will excuſe my unſea- 
pnable Viſit, but I rather choſe to be troubleſome, then 
fow in the Acknowledgements I owe your Ladyſhip for 

many Favours to my Siſter. 

La. Gent. Mrs. Conqueſt and her Friends are always wel- 
dome to me———My Lady Vonglowe, pray, know Sir 
obn ! 

Sir Fr. Mly Lord George, and Sir Fohn, will you give 
me leave to recommend a Friendſhip between you? 

Ld. Ges. Sir, I ſhall be proud to embrace it. 

Mrs. Con. Twill be a Charity in a Man of your Lord- 
ſhip's Figure to give a raw young Fellow a little Coun- 
tenance at his frit Arrival. 

4d. Geo. Your Appearance, Sir, I am confident, will 
— want a Friendſhip among the Men of Taſte, or the 

ies. 

Sir Fr. This young Lady, Sir John, is a near Relation 
& mine; and if you have not left your Heart abroad, 
mil endanger it here as far as e'er a Southern Beauty of 
'em all. 

Mrs. Con. If the Lady's Good-nature were equal to her 
beauty, 'twould be diſpos'd this minute. 

Ld. Geo. Faith, he's a pretty Fellow, 

Miſs Nor. A ſweet Creature! [ Af. 

La. Vong. He's extreamly like his Sifter. 

La. Gent. The very Image of her ! 

Mrs. Con. We were both made at the ſame time, Ladies : 
| only wiſh ſlie had been born to Breeches too: For I 

that wild Humour of hers is diſmally put to't un- 

the Confinement of Petticoats. 
. [ Lad; Wrong. goes, to Sir Friendly. 
D "KA. 
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humour, as well as your Perſons. 
Mrs. Con. We always took a Liberty with one another 
Madam, thu' I belicve the Girl may be honeſt at the 
bottom. 
Ld. Ges. Methinks you loſe time with the young Lady, 
Sir John. 22 
Mrs. Con. To tell you the truth, my Lord, I find ny 
ſelf a little too tharp ſet for a formal Gallantiy; 1 have had 
a tedious Voyage, and wou'd be as glad ot a tmall Re 
commendation to any humble ex:empore Favour. 
Ld. Geo. Faith I'm a little out of Gentlewomen, 
myſelf at preient: Put if your Occaſions are not vey 
32 


g. l' put you out of a deipairing Condition 
Il carry you behind the Scenes, and there are Ladies of al 
ſorts, Coquets Prudes, and Virgins (they ſay) ſerious and 
Comical, Vocal and Initrumental. 
Mrs. Con. We ſhall find a time, my Lord. 
Miſs Net. J muſt have a Friendſhip with him, that) 
Pols. Let me ſee ay, that will do 1t.—— Wha 
a dear Pleaſure 'tis, be in what Company one will, u 
have al! the young Fellows particular ? 
Mrs. Con. [Jo La. Cent.] I am atraid, Madam, we i 
terrupt the Diverſions of the gcou Company; I head 
Cards call'd for as we came in. 
La. Cent. If you pleaſe then, Sir Jon, we'll ſtep intothe 
next Room my Lady M ronglowe, we'll expect you 
[Exen:t all but Lady Wrong. and Sir Friendly. 
La. Wrong. Vil wait upon your Lady ſhip. 
Sir Fr. I am forry, Madam, to find the Miſunderftand- 
ing carried to ſuch UZxtremities, 
La. Wrong. After ſuch Ulage, tis impoſſible to live with 
him. 
Sir Fr. And have you in your calmer Thoughts ee 
weigh'd the miſerable Conſequence of paring ? 
La. Wrong. Twill ſhew the World, at leaft, Jam not 
like the World; but ſcorn Gn any Terms t' endure the 
Man that wrongs me. Since too he {ill perfills in bu 


Detiance of my Kefenunent, what Remedy on Earth have 
Sir le 


I but parting ? 


La. Ger. I find, Sir 7o/r, you are Twins in your Gogd. 


the WIr E's RESENTMEMT. 79 
Sir Fr. Is there no cure for Wounds but bleeding dead? 


—— You'll fay he has wrong'd you Grant it——that 
Wrong has been ſeverely punifſh'd in your ſevere Reſent- 
1 Mrong. But till it has not cur'd the Wrong. 

Sir Fr. Then, certainly, Was wrong to uſe it. 

La. Wrong. I've been reduc'd to uie it; nor cou'd I 
hear the looie, malicious Fleerings of the World without a 
juit Reſentment upon him. 

Sir Fr. Nor wou'd I have you bear it no; but 
diſappoint their empty faſhionable Malice, cloſe up this 
mprofitable Breach, tis ſtill within your power, and fix 
tim yet more firmly yours. 

La. Wrong. Alas, tis now too late! We have agreed on 
aher Terms: He too, at laſt, is willing we ſhou'd part. 

Sir Fr. Bury that Thought: Come, come, there's vert a 
gentler Cure, cou'd you ſuppreſs your 'Temper to go 
through it? This raſh and f:uiclels ſtruggling with a bro- 
ken Limb gives you but more outrageous Pain, inflames 
the Wound, and brings your very Liſe of Peace in dan- 

: Think what a glorious Conqueſt it wou'd be, ev'n 
u the Face of the cenſorious and inſulting World, to 
ane this Wanderer, whoſe frail Inconttancy has tought 
a vain and falie Belief abroad: To lure him home with 
bt Affection, to lull him into Bluſhes, Peace, and en- 
ned, Happineſs: One Word, one tender Look ſecures 
jour Triumph: Is there no Vertue, think you, in Re- 
nion? Nothing perſuaſive in the Reproach of patient 


Love? 


La. Wrong. I ſee to what your Friendſhip wou'd per- 
kde me, but were it poſib;e my flatter'd Hopes cou'd 
de the Memory of my Wrengs for ever— Say 1 
mud this Moment huſh my Woman's Pride to all the 
lenderneſs of ſoft Affection, cou'd figh, cou'd weep, and 
am for Reconcilement! Where cou'd a Wich, unheed- 
in her Wrongs like me, nnd ſhelter * Where is the 
fiendly Boſom wou'd receive me? How can I hope 
br Comfort from that Breall, that nov I tear is hardned 
v my undoing ? 

ar Fr. Cheriſh that ſoltning Thought, and all may yet 

well, O! there's a meritable Goodneis in thoſe Fears 

D 2 that 
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that cannot fail to conquer. Do not ſuppoſe, I can h 


partial to his Errors, and not a Friend to your Cem, 


plaints. Reſentment can but at beſt revenge, but never 
redreis em. Repoſe em with a Friend for once, and h 
aſſur d. as of my Honelſly, I'll make you no diſhonom 
able Peace. 

La. 1/7ong. I don't doubt of your fincere EF ndeavour. 
But who can aniwer for another's Norals? Think bon 


much more milerable you make me, ſhou'd he inſult opa 


my Patience. 

Sir Fr. By that Sincerity you truſt in, I know him d 
a ſoſter Nature, friendly, generous, and tender; only u 
jos, 00 obſtinately cool; to Gentlencis, {ubmiſlive 3 
a Lover. 

La. Vong. Do what you will with me. 

[Sits dier averping 

Sir Fr. He comes! be comforted! Depend upon my 
Friendſhip. 

Enter Lord Wronglove. 
My Lord, I grieve to ſee you here on this occaſion. 

Id. Vrang. I'm not myſelf traniported at it, Sir Friad 
I come—t obey my Summons. 

Sir F.. How eafily we pay Obedience to our Wishes 
Was it well done, my Lord, to work the Weaknekd 
a Woman to ask for what you knew was her undoing! 
A Mind, which your Unkindneſs had diitemper'd, deſerri 
a tenderer Care, than reaching it a Corroſive for a Com- 
al. Your Judgment cou'd not but foreſee, the Reolw 
tion of a love-hick Wife ſtagger in the Shock d 

aration. 
. Wrong. Ha | [ Lady Wrong. weepin, 

Sir Fr. Look there; and while thoſe ſoftning Te 

roach you, think on the long watched, reſtleſs Hon, 
ſhe already has endur'd from your Miſdoing: Nor cut 
you blame her, if in the 2 Pain ſhe thought be 
only Help was cutting off the infected Limb: But you 
You to hold the horrid Knife prepar'd, while your han 
Heart was conſcious of a gentler Cure, was Cruelty it 
yond a human Nature. 

Ld. Hrong. Miſtake me not: I nced not theſe Reproachts 
to be juſt. I never ſought this Separation, never wilt 


n 
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t; and when it can be prov'd unkind in me to accept 
it, my Ruin ſhou'd as ſoon be welcome. And tho' per- 
haps my negi:gence of Femper may have ſtoo4 the 
Frowns of Love unmov'd, yet I can nad no Guard with- 
in, that can ſupport me againlt its Tears. [Goes 19 La. Wrong. 
Sir Fr. Now, my Lord you are indeed a Man. 
Ld. / 97g. Welcome or not, | mull. not fee you, thus, 


| Madam, without an offer'd Liand to raite you. What is't 


diturbs you? 

La. Long. Nothing. 

Le. Deng, If I can never more deſerve the ſoft Re- 
ception of a Lover, give me at leaſt the honeſt Freedom 
of a Friend's Concern, to with you well, to (earch your 
inmoſt Griefs and ſhare 'em. 

la. Ming. I cannot ſpeak to you. 

Sir F.. Ny Lord, that tender Silence tells you all. 

14d. Hong. Too much indeed for Senſe of Shame to bear 
— Now, I ſhou'd bluſh ever to have deſerv'd theſe juſt re- 
proachful Tears ; but when [I think they ſpring from the 
lifſolving Rock of ſecret Love, I triumph in the Thought; 
and in this wild Irruption of its Joy, my parching Heart 
cou'd drink the cordial Dew. 

La. Hung. What means this ſoft Effuſion in my Breaſt ! 
a aching Tenderneſs ne'er felt before! 

Ld. rug. 1 cannot bear that melting Eloquence of Eyes. 
Yet nearer, cloſer co my Heart, and live for ever there 
wy blending our diſſolving Souls in dumb inutterable Soft- 


Sir Fr. Age has not yet ſo drain'd me, but when I ſee a 
Tenderneſs in Virtue's Eye, my Heart will ſoften, and its 
rings will flow. 

La. Wrong. Pity this new Confuſion of my Woman's 
Heart, that wou'd (but knows not how to) make returns for 
this Endearment; that fears, yet wiſhes, that burns and 
bluſhes, with my Sex's ſhame in yielding — Can you for- 

ve, my Lord, the late uncurb'd Expreſſions of a diforder'd 
_ But think they were my Paſſion's fault, and par- 

'em. | 

La. Wrong. O never! never let us think we ever diſ- 
agreed! fince our ſick Love is heal'd, for ever be its Cauſe 
forgotten, and remov'd. 

D 3 La, 
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La. Vong. But let the kind Phyſician that reſtor'd ws, 
be for ever in our thanks remember'd. Had not his tender 
Care obſerv'd the Criſis of my diſtempei'd Mind, how nl. 
Iy had I languiſh'd out a wretched Being? 
Ld. Wrerg. This was indeed beyond a Friend — N 

ther's Care. | 
Sir Fr, My Lord. what | have done, your mutual Pez 
has over-paid: I knew you both had Virtues, and was tw 
far concern'd indced to ſee em loſt in paſſion. 
Ld. Wrong. If Heaven wou'd mark our Bounds of 
_ below, or human Wiſdom were allow'd to chuſe from 

irtue's largeſt Store; in Joys, like ours, the needleh 
Search wou'd end. 
Str Fr. In ſuch foft Wives. 
La. Wrong. So kind a Huſband. 

Ld. Wrong. ——— Siçch a Friend. 


Enter Mrs. Conqueſt, and Miſs Nutable. 


[s't poſſible fo fair, and young a Creature, can have ſo jul, 
ſo exquiſite a Senſe of Love? | 

Mns Nee. Why not? If ] have any Senſe, 'tis natural to 
kave our firſt views of Happineſs from Love. 

Mrs. Cen. My little Sou!, you charm me! You havea 
mind to pique Lord George, you (ay. 

Miſs Not. To a Rapidity !—Yet, methinks, not ſo much 
upon my own account, as yours; for his diſhonourable Ulage, 
as I told you, of your Siſter. And to convince you of 
wy Friendſhip—there's his own Hand to accuſe him of 
It :—Read it——Hold ! hold !—here's my Uncle—put it up. 
Mrs. Con. Can't I ſteal into your Room by and by ? 
Miſs Nor. With all my heart Then III tell you more. 

[ Exit Miſs Notable. 
Enter Sir Friendly. 
Sir Fr. So, Child! you are making way, I ſee! What 
have you got in your hand there ? . 

Mrs. Cor. Why, young Madam tells me, tis ſomething 
under my Lord George's Hand, that will convince me of bus 
abuſing my Siſter — me. | 
dir Fr. Pray read it. 


Mrs. 


Mrs. Con. I'm all Amazement, all Rapture, Madam! 
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Mrs. Con. [ Read. }] To Mrs. Congqueſl. 
F you deſign to make any ſtay in the Country, 'tzvill be :bliging 
to return the Lampoon you flole from me, it being the only 
Copy from the face of this Glybe to the Sky, that is to be had 


for Malice or Money. I am, dear Madam, ith all due Ex- 


tremity, moft invinably yours, BRILLIANT. 
A very tender Epilile, truly! 

Sir Fr. Tis like all the rei! of him, 

Mrs. C:n. I'm glad to find, however, he has Good humour 
enough not to let the little Malice of that Chit fool him, to af- 
front me; wich 1 find the has been heartily driving at. 

Sir Fr. In troth, it ſhews ſome ſenſe oi 'tlonour in him. 

Mrs. Con. Depend vron't, Sir, he dees rot want it upon 
an honourable occaſion. 

Sir Fr. And 'twou'd be hard indecd, not to make ſome 
allowances for Youth. 

Mrs, Con. But if | am not even with. her voung Lady ſhip— 

Sir Fr. I'm glad you have lo innocent a Revenge in your 
hands; puriue your Adcreties to her: Lo make her Co- 
quettry a little ridiculous, will do her no harm. Well! how 
go Affairs within? How is my Lady Gentle like to come off 
with his Lordſhip at play ? 

Mrs. Con. Juſt as | expected: I left her in the laſt Game 
of loſing about double the Sum ſhe owes him. That Fel- 
low, the Count, is certainly his Ccnfederate ; his going her 
halves, is only a pretence to look on, and to, by private 
digns, to tell my Lord every Card in her hand. 

Sir Fr. Not unlikely: What's to be done next: 

Mrs. Con. Only, Sir, do you engage the Company ſtill 
m the next Room, while I take my Poſt. Hark! they 
have done play——{ heard the Table move: Away. 

Sir F.. Succeſs to you [ Excunt ſeverally. 


The SCENE epening, diſcovers Lord George and Lady 
Gentle ug from Play. 
Id. Geo. Have we done, adam ? | 
La. Gert. I have, my Lord, and I think for ever ;—pleaſe 
to tell that. Tntolerabie Fortune [ Throws daun Money. 
Ld. Geo. The Count gone 
La. Gent. O yes, my Lord! he had not patience, you ſee. 
lle run away when the Game was ſcarce up. 
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Id. Geo. This Bill is his then? 

La. Cent. It was; but it's your's now, I ſuppoſe. 

Ld. Geo. Here's forty Pound, Madam. 

La. Gent There's a hundred and fixty. [Gizes @ Bil! ] 


What do I owe you now, my Lord? 

Ld. Geo. Forty —a hundred and fixty ! 
oO. Madam. 

La. Gent. Very well! and a thouſand Pound more 
borrow'd this Morning! and all food away !——fool'd !. 
fool'd away ! [ Fretting, 

Ld. Geo. Oh! does it bite? [ 5/ide. 

La. Gent. O Wretch ! Wretch ! miſerable forſaken Wreich! 
Ay! do! think! think! and ſigh upon the conſequenee 
of what thou'ſt done! the Ruin! Ruin! the ſure Ruin that's 
before thee! 

Ld. Geo. Suppoſe, Madam, you try your Fortune at ſome 
other Game. 

La. Gent. Talk not of Play——for I have done with it 
for ever. 

Ld. Geo. I can't ſee you, under this Confuſion at your [Ill 
Fortune, Madam, without offering all within my power to 
make you eaſy. 

La. Gent. My Lord, I can't be eaſy under an Obligation, 
which I have no proſpect of returning. 

Ld. Geo. Come, come! you're not io poor, as your hard 
Fears wou'd make you. There are a thouſand Trifles in 
_—_ power to grant, that you wou'd never miſs; yet a 

eart leſs ſenſible of your Concern than mine, wou'd prize 
beyond a tenfold Value of your Loſes. 3 

La. Gent. I'm poor in every thing but Folly, and a juſt 
Will to anſwer for its Mifcarriages. On this, my Lord, 
you may depend: I'Il ſtrain my utmoſt to be juit to you. 

Ld. Geo. Alas! you do not know the Plenty Nature has 
endow'd you with. 'T here's not a tender Sigh that heaves 
that lovely Boſom, but might, if given in ſoft Compaſſion 
to a Lover's Pain, releaſe you of the Indies, had you loſt 
em. Can you ſuppoſe, that ſordid Avarice alone, has puſh'd 
my Fortune to this height? Was the poor lucre of a little 
Pelf, worth all this wild Extravagance of Hazard I have 
run !—Give it at least a \ icẽw more generous, tho par x 

| celstul ; 


um jut. 
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ceſsful; and think, that all I've done was, in your greateſt 
Need, to prove myſelf your frmett Friend, 

La. Gent. My Lord, "twou'd now be AﬀeCtation not to 
underſtand you. But I'm concern'd, that you ſhou'd think, 
that Fortune ever cou'd reduce me to ſtand the hearing of 
2 diſhonourable "Thought from any Man; or, it I cou'd be 
won to Folly, at lea | wou'd make a Gift, and not a Bar- 
gain of my Heart: Therefore, if the worſt mult be, Pll 
own the Sum. and Sir Hilliam ſhall pay it on demand. 

Ld. Ges. [ Afid-.] Shall he? I know what will become of 
rour Lady{lup—You may flounce, and run away with my 
Line, if you picatc ; but you will find at the end of ita love- 
ly bearded IIK, that will ſtrangely periuade you to come 
back again A Debt of wo thuuland Pounds is not fo 
eaſily ſlipt out of. 

La. Gent. Now, my Lord, if, after all I've ſaid, you have 
Honour nough to do a handlome thing, and not let him 


know of 1t. 

Ld Ges. O! do you feel if, Nladam? [ Aſide. 

La. Gent. 1'ts but being a better Houfſ:wife in Pins; and 
if an hundred Pounds a Quarter of that will ſati ty you, till 
the wholc's paid, you may depend ufen't: A little more Pru- 
cence, and a W inter or two in the Country, will i00n re- 
cover it. 

Ld. Gro. Preſs me not with ſo unkind a Thought. To 
drire you from the Town, &er you have {carce run through 
half the Diverſions of it, wou'd be barbarous indeed. 

La. Cent. Wou'd I had never fecn it. 


Ld. Geo. Since 1 fee, Madam. how much You dread an 


Ob igation to me, ſay, I cou'd hnu tie means to tree you of 

tis Debt, without my obliging you ; nay, without a poflibi 

ly of ycur loſing more : 1 wou'd even unthark'd iciieve you. 

21 Gent. That's a Propoial I can't comprehend, my 
rd. 


Le, Ges. I'll make it more engaging yet: For give but a 


promite ou'll weigh the Offer in orc mument's Thought, 
fore you aniwer to it; and in return, by all my Heart's 
lait bl-eding Hupes, I ſwear, that even your retuſal then 
hal fil uce my ofienſive Love, and teal its Lips for ever. 
La. Gent. I think, my Lord, cn that condition, I may 
ately hear you. 
D 5 Ld. 
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Ld. Ceo. Thus then | offer—1'll tailly to you on one ſingle 
Card; which if your Fortune wins, the Sums you owe me 
then ſhall all be quit, and my offenfive Hopes of Love be 
dumb for ever: If I win, thoſe Sums thall still be paid you 
| * with this Reſerve, That I have then your ſilent leave 
to hope. 

La. Gent. My Lord 

Ld. G.. I beg you do not anſwer yet—Conſider, firſt, 
This Offer ſhuts out my very humblett Hope from Merit, 
is certain to recover all you've loſt, with equal chance, to 
rid you of (I fear) a hateful Lover: and but at worſt, makes 
it your avoidleſs Fortune to endure him. 

La. Gent. A bold and artful Bait indeed ! [ Afide. 

Ld. Geo. I've done; and leave you to the moment's 2 
you promis'd. 

La. Gent. [ Afide.} A Certainty to quit the Sums I owe! 
A Chance with it, to rid me of his aſſaulting Love! A 
bleit Deliverance indeed ! But then the Lot is equal too, of 
teing oblig'd to give kim Hope, my ſecret, conſcious, leave 
to love That Thought imbitters all again; 'tis horrid 
loathſome, and my Diſeaſe leſs formidable than ſuch a Cure. 
Why do I hold it in a moment's thought? Be bold and 
tell him ſo; for while I pauſe, he hopes in ſpite of me— 
Hod. 

Ld. Geo. Ay! think a little better on't. 22 

La. Gent. [Afide.] To do it raſhly, may incenſe him to 
my Ruin: He has it in his power. He may demand my 
L« ſings of my Husband's Honour; who, tho' "twill make 
his Fortune bleed to do't, I'm {ure will pay em. Two thou- 
ſand Pounds, with what l've lately loſt, might ſhock the 


7 


meaſures of a larger Income. What Face muſt I appear 


with then? whoſe ſhameful Conduct is the cauſe ot't 
The Conſequence of that muſt, like an inward Canker, feed 
upon our future Quiet! His former friendly Confidence mult 
wear a face of {irangeneſs to me: His eaſe of Thought, his 
chearful Smiles, with all the thouſand hoarded Pleaſures of 
his indulgent Love, are loſt: Then loſt for ever! Inſup- 
portable Dilemma ! What will become of me! 

Ld. Geo. [ Afide.] Ah! poor Lady! it's a hard Tug 
indeed; but by the Grace of Neceſſity, Vutue may get 
over it. 
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La. Gent. 2 If ſome Women had this offer now 
they'd make a trifle of the Hazard! Nay, even of their 


loſing it. ; 

14 Geo. ¶ Afide.] Well ſaid! take Courage ! — 
There's nothing in't— it's a good round Sum half ready 
Money too— think of that Suppoſe I ſhou'd touch 
the Cards a little. 

La. Gent. [ Hide.] Hope! he hopes already from his Of- 
fer : But then he offers me the means to kill it too! Say he 
ſhou'd win, he takes that Hope but from his Fortune, not 
my Virtue ! Beſide—am | ſo ſure to loſe ? Is't in his Fate, 
that he muſt ever win ? Why ſhan't I rather think, that 
Providence has brought me to this Strels, only to ſet my 
Follies dreadful in my view, and reaches now, at laſt, its 
Hand to ſave and warn me on the Precipice ? It mutſt— 
it i—my flattering Hope will have it ſo——Impoſlible fo 
critical a Chance can loſe——My Fancy itrengthens on the 
Thought, my Heart grows bold, and bids me venture. 

Ld Geo Shall I deal, Madam ?——or- 

La. Gent. Quick, quickly then, and take me while my 
Courage can ſupport it. [ He Þuffies the Cards. ] Forgive me, 
Virtue, if I this once depend on Fortune to relieve thee. 

Ld. Geo. Then Fortune for the bold I've dealt——Tis 
fx d for one of us. 

La. Gent, T here. [She /ets upan the King.] 

Ld. Geo. The King—'tis mine. 

[ Lord George taillies, and Lady Gentle het. 

La. Gent. Diſtraction !—Madneſs— Madneſs only can 
relieve me now. 

Id. Geo. Soh ! my Venture is arriv'd at laſt Now to 
unlade it. Theſe Bills, Madam, now are your's again. 
[Lays em down.) But why this hard, unkind Concern ? Be 
juſt at leaſt, and don't, in thele reluctant Tears, drown all 
the humble Hopes that Fortune has bequeatii' me: Or if 
they preſs too rude and ſudden for their Welceme, chide 
em but gently ; they're ſoft as Infant-Wiſhes, one tender 
Word will huſh them into Whilpers. 

La. Gent. Thus then with low Submiſſion, on my Knees, 

beg for pity of my Fortune ! O jave me ! ſave me from 
four cruel Power: Pity the hard Dittrefies of a trembling 
Wretch, whom Folly bas 58 to Ruin. O! think not 
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I can ever ſtain my Vertue, and preſerve my Senſes! Por 
while I think, my ſhrinking Heart will ſhadder at the Hor- 
ror: This trembling Hand will wither in your Touch, or 
end me in Diſtraction. If you've a human Soul, O yet be 
greatly good, and fave me from eternal Ruin ! 

Ld. Geo. Theſe bughear Terrors, (Pray be raid 

La. Gent. O never !) 

Ld. Geo. Which Inexperience forms, wou'd vaniſh in a 
moment's juſt or generous Thought: And fince the right of 
Fortune has decreed me Hope, your Word, your Faith 
your Honour ſlands engag'd to pay it- 


Enter a Stranger, bluntly, with a Letter. 

Strang. Lady. 

La. Gent. Ah! | 

Ld. Geo. How now! what's the meaning of this: 

Strang. I have ſworn to deliver this into your own Hands, 
tho' I ſhou'd find you at your Prayers. 

La. Gent. Who are you, Sir ? 

Strang. Nobody. 

La, Gent. Whence come you? 

Strang. From nobody ———Good-bv . [ Exit. 

Ld. Geo. Fire and Furies! what a ridiculous Interruption 
is this? | : 

La. Gent. 'm amaz d. 

Lud. Geo. What can it mean ? 

La. Gent. Ha! what's here! Bank Bills of two thouſand 
Pounds! The very Sums I have loſt! No Advice! Not 
a Line with em! No matter whence they came! From no 
Enemy, I'm ſure; better owe em any where, than here. 

Ld. Geo. I fancy, Madam, the next Room were 
were - 
La. Gent. No, my Lord———our Accounts now need 
no Privacy there's your two thouſand Pounds. 

Id. Ges. What mean you, Madam? 


La. Gent. To be as you wou'd have me, juſt, and pay . 


my Debts of Honour: For thoſe that you demand againlt 
my Honcur, by the known Laws of Play, are void: Where 
Honour cannot win, Honour can never loſe. And now, 
my Lord, tis time to leave wy Folly, and its Danger 
Fare you well. 12 
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Ld. Ces. Hold, Madam, our ſhort Account is not made 
wen yet: Your Tears indeed might fool me into Pity, but 
this unfair Defiance never can: Since you wou'd poorly 
alfify your Word, you've nothing but your Sex to guard 
vow now; and all the favour that you can hope, is, that 
u give your Virtue even its laſt Excuſe, and force you to 


de juſt. 
la. Gent. Ah! 


Enter Mrs. Conqueſt, <uith her Sxrord drawn. 

Mrs. Con. Hold, Sir! unhand the Lady. 

Ld. Geo. Death again! [ Draws. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord, this is no place to uſe our Swords 
in; this Lady's Preſence may ſheath em here, without Dit- 
honour. Your Pardon, Nladam, for this rude Intruſion, 
which your Protection, and my own 1njur'd Honour have 
compell'd me to. 

Ld. Geo. Let me adviſe you, Sir, to have more regard to 
this Lady's Honour, than to ſuppoſe my being innocent'y 
here at Cards, was upon the lealt ill thought againſt it. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord, that's anſwer'd, in owning I have 
over-heard every word you have faid this half hour. 

Ld. Geo. The Devil! he loves her ture! You are to be 


Mrs. Con. O! my Lord, I ſhall not part with you; but 
[ have firſt a Mleſſage to you from my Suter, which you 
muſt anſwer inſtantly : Not but I Know her Pride contemns 


| the Zaſeneſs you have us'd her with; for which ſhe'd think 


_ your Diſappointment here an over-paid Revenge: 
there's a jealous Honour in our Family, whoſe Injuries 
we above the feeble Spirit of a Girl ro puniſh, that lies on 
me to vindicate, and calls for warmer — 
Follow me. 

La. Gent. Good Sir! 


compoſe this Breach ſome mi ider way 


my Lord, I beg for Pity”; ſake, 
f Blood ſhou'd 


follow on your going hence, what mui the World report 

of me? my Fame's undone for ever t me intreat 

Jau, Sir, be pacify'd, my Lord will taink f howourable 

Means to rignt your Siiter 
— 


My Lord, for Nerc,'s 
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Ld. Geo. Your Pardon, Madam, Honour muſt be free 
before it can repair: Compulſion {tains it into Cowardice 
Away, Sir, | follow you. 

[ Exeunt Lord George and Mrs. Conquet 

La. Gent. O miterable Wretch ! to what a ſure Deſtruc. 

tion has thy Folly brought thee ! . 


Enter Sir Friendly XIoral. 


Sir Fr. Dear Madam, what's the matter, I heard high 
Words within, no harm I hope ? 

La. Gent. Murder | fear, it not prevented ; my 
George and Sir Jon Congas have quarrel'd, and are gone 
out this moment in their heat to end it. 

Sir Fr. How ! 

La. Gent. I beg you, Sir, go after 'em; ſhould there be 
Miſchief, the World will certainly report, from falſe Ap- 
pearances, that I'm the Caule. | 

Sir F.. Don't think fo, Madam, I'll uſe my beſt Endea- 
vour to prevent it] In the mean time, take heed your Dil. 
order don't alarm the Comp any within W hich way 
went they ? 

La. Gent. That Door, Sir. [Exit Sir Friendly.) Who's 
there? [Enter a Servant] Run quick, and ſee if the Gar. 
den- door into the Park be ock d [Exit Scrwant. 
How ſtrict a Guard ſhou!d Virtue keep upon its Innocence? 
How dangerous, how faithlc(s are its lawtul Pleaſures, when 
habitual ! This Vice of Play, that has, I fear, undone me, 
appear'd at firſt an harmleis, ſafe Amuſement ; but ſtealing 
into Habit, its greateſt Hazards grew ſo familiar, that even 
the Face cf Ruin loſt its Terror to me. O Reflection! 
how I ſhudder at thee ! the ſhameful Memory of what I 
have done this Night, will live with me for ever. 


Re-enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam, the Garden-Dcor was wide open. 

La. Gent. Did you hear no Noiſe, or Buſtle in the Park? 

Sed. No, Madam. Exit Servant. 

La. Cent. They're certainly gone out that way, and Sir 

a O Wreick ' Wretch ! that 
ſtocclt 


© 


Friendly mud mils im 


mn HY 


8 . 


— —„ 


the WIr r' RESENTMENT. 91 


toodſt the foremoſt in the Rank cf prudent, happy 
Wives, art now become the branded Mark of Infamy and 


Shame. [ Exit, 
SCENE chanzes to the Park. 


Enter Lord George. . 


Id. Geo. So, I think we've loſt the Fellows that obſerv'd 
ws; and it my Gentleman's Stomach holds, now I'm at 
leiſure to entertain him. Death ! was ever glorious Hope 
bo inveterately diſappointed ? To bring her to her lait Stake, 
to have her falt upon my Hook, nay, in my Hand, and 
iter all, to have her whip through my Fingers like an Eel, 
was the very Impudence of Fortune V/ hat ! not come 
jet? He has not thought better on't, | hope It's 
z lovely clear Moon I wiſh it does not ſhine through 
ſomebody preſently. 


Enter four Fellows at a diſtance. 


r. Fel. Stand cloſe, ſoftly, and we have him— — 
By your leave, Sir. [ They ſeize him. 
Ld. Geo, So! here's like to be no Sport to-night then 
Im taken care of, I fee Nay, pray Gentlemen, you 
need not be ſo boiſterous I am ſenſible we are 
prevented. | 

2 Fil. Damn your Senſe, Sir. [Trips up his Heels. 

1 Fel. Biood, Sir, make the leait Noiſe, II ick you to 
the Ground, ; 

Ld. Geo. I beg your pardon, Gentlemen, I find I am 
milltaken ; I thought you had only come to preſerve my 
Perſon, but I find 'tts my Purte that you have a Paſſion for— 
You're in the wrong Pocket, upon my faith, Sir. 

1 Fel. Pull off his Breeches make lure work ; over his 
Heels with em, that's the ſhorteit way. 

Ld. Ces. Witch ſubmiſſion, Sir, there's a ſhorter—and if 
jou pull off my Skin, you won't fiad another Sixpence in 
te inſide on't. 

2 Fel. What's this? 

Ld. Geo. Only a Vable-Bock ; you don't deal in Paper, I 
preſume ? | 


1 Fel 
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HN. Rot your Paper, Sir, we'll truſt no Man; M 
dov n' our Buneſe. oney 


Futer Mrs. Conquell. 


VIrs. Cox. How now, Gentlemen, what are you doing 
here ? - 

Ld. Geo. Only berrowing a litt'e Money, Sir; che Gentle. 
men ui! be gone preiently. 

1 FJ. Hark vou, you baſtardly Beau. get about Your 
Bulinets———0r lay hold of him, Jack 

Airs. Coz. Me! Raſta! look, you Dog:——get 
that Gentleman quick give him his Sword again this 
IMINUC——0— | [Prijents a Pijul 

Ld. Gre. And my Xloney, I beſ:ech you, Sir. 

1 Fel. Blood! ſtand him, Jack. Five to one he don't 
kill. The Dog has a good Ceat on, and may have Money 
in his Pocket. 

2 Fel. Drop your Piſtol, Sir, cr ſpill my Blood, [il flick 
YOU. - 

Mrs. Con. Do you brave me, Villains——Hare at you. 

[She preſents, and miſjes firs. 

i Fe! O ho! Mr. Bally, have we met with ou. 

Cume on, Sir there, Sir, that will do, I believe. 
[Tres of them ſecure Lord George. 

3 Fel. What is he down? Strip him. 

[They pub, foe folk 

2 Fe. No, rot him, he's not worth it let's bruſh 
off. [ Ext. 

Ld. Go. Barbarous Dogs! how is it, Sir! 

Mrs. Cz. I'm kill dt fear the Wound's quite through 
Le. 

Ld. Geo. Mercy forbid ! Where is't? 

Mrs. Cen, O] don't touch me-—1 beg you call for help, 
or any one to Witnets that my laſt Words coife!s you guilt- 
lefs of this Accident, 

Ld. Geo. | hi: generous Reproach has more than van- 
qui{h*'d m. | chink | wcve a air in the Mall—— 
Chair, Chair, they come e iere me, Sir, 
I have fo jutt a Senie of your XIisfortun , your Ho- 


nour, that my full Hart now bless 10 :1ink 
a 
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| how groſly I have wrong'd you in your Siſter's Goodneis: 


does not allow me the Reputation of this Quarre! 


But if you live, the future Study of my Lite ſhall b: with 
utmoſt Reparation to deſerve your Friendſhip. 


Enter Chairman. 


Chair. Here : Who calls Chair ? 

Ld Geo. Here, Friend, help up this Gentleman, he's 
wounded by ſome Foot Pads. that juſt now fet upon u 
Softly Carry him to Sir # i//iam Gent/c's, in 
in 


Chair. I know it very well, Sir. 
[Exit Chairmen <vith Nh. Conqueſt. 
Ld. Geo. Make haſte, while I run for a Surgeon. Death! 
how this Misfortune ſhocks and alters me. | 


The SCE NE changes to Lad; Gentle's. 


Enter Miſi Notable. [ Alone. 
Miſs Not. So, my Plot takes, I find the Family's in a 
terrible Confuſion ; Sir John has certainly call'd him to 
an Account for the Letter I gave him If the Town 


| have very hard Fortune Lord ! What a morti- 
hed Creature will poor Mrs. Congueſt be, when ſhe hears in 
the loneſome Country, that her own Brother has fought 
vith her cnly Lover, for his Offers of Love to me ? Dear 
Soul ! What muſt it think, when ſuch a raw untit Thing 
& J. gives ſuch a great Creature as ſhe ſo unexpected a Con- 
fuon ? She can't take it ill ture, if one ſhou'd ſmile when 
one tees her next. 


Enter to her As. Hartſhorn crying. 
Mrs. Hart,. O dear Madam! fad News. 


Miss Nor. What's the matter ? 


"i Hartſ. Ny Lord George has kill'd Sir John Con- 
que 
Miſs Nor. O Heavens! Upon my Account! Art ſure 
bes killed? Did& fee him dead? x 
Mrs. Hartſ. No Madam, he's alive yet: They've juſt 
brought him in a Hackney-Chair ; but they ſay th 
Wound”, 
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Wound's quite through his Body: O! 'ts a 
Sight N _ 
Miſs Not. Malicious Fortune! Had it been Yother's Fae 
T cou'd have born it. To take from me the only Life ! 
ever really lov'd, is inſupportable. : 
Mrs. Hart/. Won't your Ladyſhip go in and fee him, 
Madam? | 
Mi's Not. Prithee leave me to my Griefs alone. 
Mrs. Hari. Ah! poor Gentlemant———— Exit 
Miſs Naz. Pretty Creature! I mvft fee him but i 
ſhall be in an Undreſs it will be proper, at leaf, 
to pive my Concern the Advantage of az much Diforder 
as I can. [ Exit. 


The SCE!TE drawing, diſovers Mrs. Conqueſt in a 
arm'd Chair, with Lady Gentle, Lad) W rong!ove, and 
Servants about her. 


Mrs. Con. No Surgeon yet ? 


La. I/rong. Here's my Lord George, and I believe the 
Surgeon with him. 


Enter Lord George, Sir Friendly, and Surgeon. 
Id. Geo. Come, Sir, pray be quick, there's your Patient. 
How is it, Sir ? 
Mrs. Con. Oh! 
Sir Fr. Twas not in my Fortune, Madam, to prevent 
this Accident. | [ſo Lady Gentle. 


1 By your leave, Sir——Your Coat muſt come off, 
ir. 

Mrs. Con. Hold flarl: you, Sir. 
: 04 (pers he Surgeon. 

Sur. I am perſuaded indeed Woman, but 
don't be uncaiy, Madam, 1 thall have all due regard t0 
your Sex. 

Omnnes. A Woman 

Ld. Geo. Ha | 

Mrs. Cor. To raiſe your Wonder, Ladies, equal to my 
Pity, know then, I am not what I ſeem, the int 
Brother of Mrs. Conqueſt ; but ſhe, herſelf, che teeble 
Champion of my owr. Deſpair. " 


# £ 
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Ld. Geo. Diſtraction ! 

La. Gent. O my fatal Folly ! What Ruin art thou now 
the Cauſe of ? 

La. Wrong. Poor unhappy Creature! 

Ld. Wrong. What have you done, my Lord ? 

Ld. Gea. O blind beſotted Senſe! Not by a thouſand 
pointing Circumſtances to fore-know this Secret, and pre- 
rent its Conſequence. How ſhall I Icok on her? 

Sur. No Hopes, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fr. Take heed ———— Art ſure tis mortal? 

Sur. Sir, 'tis impoflible the can live three hours: 
The beſt way will be to convey the Lady to Bed, and let 
her take a large Dole of Opium: All the helps I can give 
her, is the hopes of going off in her Sicep. 

La. Gent. [Weeping.) O pitcous Creature 

Ld. Wrong. A Heart ſo generous indecd, deſerved A 
kinder Fate. 

Ld. Geo. [Throwing him//F at Mis. Conque!t's F. O 

on injur'd Goodaefs ! Pardon the ungratctul Fillies 
ofa thoughtleſs Wretch, that burns to be forgiven : Cou'd 
[ have e er ſuppos'd your generous Soul had ſet at half this 
fatal Price my tendereit Vows, huw gladly laviſh ha@&I 
paid em to delerve ſuch Virtue ? 

Mrs. Con. My Death, my Lord, is not half fo terrible, as 
the wide Wound this raſh Attempt mult give my bleed- 
8 

Gee. — To cure that Virgin Fear, this moment I 
wnjure you, then, before your lateſt Breath forſakes you, 
e the pronouncing Prieſt, in ſacred Union of our Hands, 
5 our Honour too, and in this full Reduction of my 


unquiſn'd Heart filence ail envious Queſtions on your 
Fame for ever. 

Mrs. Con. *'T would be, I own, an Eaſe in Death, to 
pe me the Excuſe of dying honourably yours. 

Ld. Ce. My Lord, your Chaplain's near, I beg he may 

lent for. 

Ld. Wrong. This minute 
La. Wrong. An honourable, tho' unfortunate Amends. 
Mrs. Con. We have ſeen happier Hours, my Lord; but 
lie thought our many cheeriul Evcrings wou'd have fo 
ka Night to end 'em. 

La. 
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La. Cent. Mlournful indeed ! 

Ld. Ges. How gladly wou'd I pay down future Life tg 
purchaſe back one pa't, one fatal Lour ! | 

Alrs. Cor. Is't poſſible ! 

Ld. Gra. What? 

Mrs. Cor, The Wer'd ſhou'd judge, my Lord, fo wide. 
ly of your Heart, that only what was grolly ſenſual cou' 
affe ct it Now, Sir, [To S:r Friend. ] What think 
you? Wrihall this heaclong Wildneſs of a youthful Heu, 
one moment's Thought, vou fee, produces Love, Com- 
paſſion, 'Tenderneſs and Honour : And now, my Led, 
to let you fre tu as not my Intercit, but innocent Re. 
venge, that made me thus turn Champion to my Sex, 
Honour; ſince by this ezrofing the Weakneſs of your In- 
conitancy, I have reduc'd you tairly to conſeſs the force- 


7 


ful power of Honovreble Love; I thus releaſe you of the 


Chain: For, know I am as well in Health as ever. 
[TWalks from her Chair, 

Ld. Ger. Ha Fovfully ſurprix u. 

Mrs. Con. And if the darling Pleaſures of abandon'd 
Liberty have yet a more prevailing Charm, you now again 
are free; return and revel in the "Tranſport. 

Ld. Ges. Is there a Tranſport under Heav'n like this? 

La. Gent. O bleſt Deliverance ! 

Ld. Wreng. Surprizing Change ! 

La. Wrong. No Wound nor Danger then at laſt? 

Mrs. Cen. All! all! in every Circumiance I've done 
this Night, my Wound, the Robbery, the Surgeon, (here's 
one can witneis) all was equally diſſembled as my Perſon. 

Ld. Ges. Is't poſſible ? 

Id. Wrong, The molt conſummate Bite, mv Lord, that 
ever happened in all the Circumilances of human Nv 
ture. 

Ld. Ges. O! for a Strain of Thought to out-do this 
ſpiteful Vertue. 

Ld. yang. Why Faith, my Lord, twas ſmartly hand- 
ſome, not to cheat vou into Marriage, when 'twas ſo pro- 
vokingly in her power. 

Ars. Can. If you think it worth vour Revenge, my Lord. 
— Come ter crce Lil give your Vanity leave to humble 

my 
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my Pride, and laugh in your Turn at the notable ſtir [ 
have made about you. 

Ld. Geo. Since you provoke me then, prepare to flart 
ind tremble at my Revenge -I wil! not only marry 
thee this Initant, but the next ſpitetul moment inſolently 
hed thee too, and make ſuch ravenous Havock of thy 
Beauties, that thou ſhalt call in vain tor Mercy of my 
Power. Ho ! within there! call the Chaplain. 

Mrs. Con. Hold, my Lord! 

Ld. Geo. Nay, no reſiſtance by the tranſport- 
ing Fury thou batt rais'd, I'll dot. 

Mrs. Corr. This is downright Violence my Lord 
I ronglo ve — [ Strugel ing . 

Ld. Mang. Don't be concern'd, Madam, he never does 
anv harm in theſe Fits. 

Mrs. Con. Have you no Shane ! 

Ld. Geo. By Earth, Seas, Air, and by the glorious Im- 
pudence of ſubſtantial Darknets, I am xd. 

Mrs. Cen. Will no one help me: Sir Fricndly, 

Sir Fr. Not Il, in troth, Madam, I think his Revenge is 
a very honelt one. 

Ld. Geo, Confeis me Vitor, or expect no Mercy : 
Not all the Adamantine Rocks of \ irgin Coynets, not 2 
your Trembling, Sighs, Prayers, Threats, Promiſes, | 
Tears, ſhall fave you. O Tranſport of devouring oy! 

[CU embracing her. 

Mrs. Con. Oh !-————Quarter' Quarter! O ſpare 
my Perriwig. 

Id. Meng. Victoria! Victoria The Town's our own. 

dir Fr. Fairly won indeed, my Lord! 

Ld. Ges. Sword in Hand, by Jupiter ——— And now, 
Madam, I put mylicif into Garriton for Life. 

Mrs. Cor. Oh ! that won't be long, I'm ſure ; for you've 
Umoit Killed me. 

Ld. Ges. I warrant you, moderate Exerciſe will bring 
you to your Wind again. 

Mrs. Cor. [ Aſide.] Well! People may ſay what they 
vill; but upon ſome Occaſions, an agreeable Impudence 
ares one a world of impertinent Confuuon. | 

Ld. Geo. And now, Madam, to let vou ſee you have 
& much ſabdu'd my Follies, as my IIcart, Firſt, 

| let 
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let me humbly ask a Pardon for Offences. Here 
[To Lady Gentle] Theſe Sums, Madam, 1 now muſt own, 
to ſerve my ſhameful Ends, were all unfairly won of you; 
which ſince I never meant to keep, I thus reſtore, ang 
with em give a friendly Warning of your too mix'd 3 
Company in Play. | 

La. Gent. My Lord, I thank you and ſhall hence. 
forth ſtudy to deſerve the Providence that ſav d me——_. 
If I miſtake not too, I have ſome Bills that call for regj. 
tution. Here. [To Mrs. Con.] No one cou'd, I'm ſure, 
be more concern'd to ſend 'em. Friendſhips conceal'd are 
double Obligations. 


your danger has no farther need of 'em — 
[ Takes the Bill, 
Sir Fr. Now, Child. I claim your Promiſe, here comes 
another of your ſmall Accounts that is not made up yet. 
Mrs. Con. Fear not, Sir, I'll pay it to a Scruple. 


Enter Mi Notable weeping, in a Night-Drefe. 
Miſs Not. O where's this mournful fight ! Your Pardon, 
Ladies, if my intruding Tears confeſs the weakneſs of a 
harmleſs Paſſion, that now 'twould be ungrateful to con- 
ceal: Had 1 not lov'd too well, this fatal Accident had 
never been. 
Mrs. Con. Well! don't be concern'd, dear Madam, 
for the worſt part of the Accident is, that I am found at 
laſt, it ſeems, to be no more fit for a Wife, than as J 
told you, you were lor a Husband. 
Miſs Noe, Ha [ In confufton. 
Ars. Cor. Not but I had ſome thoughts of marrying you 
too; but then I fancy'd vou'd ſoon be uneaſy under the 
cold Comfort of Petticoat | don't know 
the good Company has ev'n perſuaded me to pull off my 
Breeches, and marry Lord George. 

Miſs Nez. Marry'd ! baſe Man! is this the proof of your 
Indifference to Mrs. Congue/? ! [ Aſide to Lord George. 

Ld. Ges. Tis not a Proof yet indeed But I believe 
I ſhall marry her to-night ; and then you know, my Life, 
I am in a fair way to it. 


Miſs 


Mrs. Con. I ſent 'em to relieve you, Madam, but ſince 
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Miſs Not. Jeer'd by him too! I'll lock myſelf up in 
ame dark Room, and never ſee the World again. [ Exit. 

La. Wrong. [To Ld. Wrong] Was ſhe ? that Creature 
den, the little wicked cauic of my Diſquiet? 
How ridiculous have you made my Jealouly ? Farewel 
the Folly and the Pain. 

Id. Wrong. Farewel the Cauſe of it for ever. 
La. Gent. [/e Sir Fr.] The Count, ſay you, his Accom- 
ice! How | tremble ! But I have done with it for Life; 
pi ruinous Hazards, need no ſecond Warning. 

Ld. Geo, I fancy, Nuncle, I begin to make a very ri- 
ficulous Figure here and have given myſelf the Air of 
nore Looſeneſs than I have been able to come up to. 

Mrs. Con. I'm afraid that's giving yourſelf the Air of 
more Vertue than you'll be able to come up to But 
ever, fince | can't help it, I had as good truſt you. 


Ld. Geo. And when | wrong that Truſt, may you deceive 


Ne. 
dir Fr. And now a laſting Happinels to all. 
[ Coming forward to the Audience. 
Let thoſe that here, as in a Mirror ſee 
Theſe Follies, and the Dangers they have run, 
Be cheaply ward, and think the/e 'Scapes their own. 
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COMICAL LOVERS. 


. 
The SCENE i Fall, near the Cour“. 


Enter Celadon, Doralice, meeting each other: He 
a Riding Habit. They embrace. 


AAP2ULEEAR Doralice! 
Dor. My dear Brother ! welcome 
/ a thouſand Welcomes. Methinks 
E this Year you have been abſent, ha 
been ſo tedious ! I hope as you have 
— made a pleaſant Voyage, ſo you 
tave brought your Good Humour back again to Court 

Cel. I never yet knew any Company I could not be 
merry in, except it were an old Woman's. 

Dor. Or at a Funeral. 

Cel. Nay, for that you ſhall excuſe me; for I was 
never merrier than I was at a Creditor's of mine, whoſ: 
book periſh'd with him. But what new Beauties have 
you at Court? How do Mc/://a's two fair Daughter: ? 

Dor. When you tell me which of them you are in 
bre with, I'll anſwer you. 

Cel. Which of them, naughty Siſter ! What a Que- 
ſon's there? with both of em, with each and firgu- 
lar of em 

Dor. Bleſs me! you are not ſerious! 

Cel. You look as if it were a Wor der, to ſee a Man 
in love: Are they not handſome? 
2 | Dar 


Cel, 
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Dor. Ay, but both together 

Cel. Ay, and both aſunder too: Why, I hope, there 
are but Iwo of em; the tall Singing and Dancing 
one, and the little Innocent one? 

Dor. But vou can't marry both ? 

Cel. No, 1.or either of 'em, I truſt in my Conſtitu- 
tion: But I can keep them Company, I can ſing and 
dance with em, and treat em; and that, I take it 
15 ſome what better than muſty marrying them: Mar- 
riage is poor Folks Pleature, that cannot go to the Coſt 
ot Variety: But L am out of danger of that with theſs 
to, for I love 'em fo equally, I can never make 
Choice between em: Had 1 but one Mittreis, I might 
go to her to be merry, and ſhe perhaps be out of Hu- 
mour, there were a Viſit loit: But here, if one of em 
frowns upon me, the other will be the more ob'iging, 
on purpcie to recommend her own Gaiety ; beſides a 
thouſand Things I cou'd name. 

Dor. And none cf 'em to any purpoſe. 

Cel. Well, if you will not be cruel to a poor Lo- 
ver, you might oblige me, by carrying me to their 
Lodgings. 

Der. You know I am always buſy about the Queen. 

Cel. But once or twice only, till [ am a little fluſh'd 
in my Acquaintance with other Ladies, and have 
leatru'd to prey for myſelf. I promiſe you Pl make all 
the batte I can to end your Trouble, by being in 
love ſo:newhere elle. 

Dor. You wevld think it hard to be deny'd now. 

Cel. And Peaton gecd. lany a Man hangs him- 
ſelf for the loſs of one life; how do you think then 
1 ſhould bear the lo or two, eſpecially in a Court 
where I think Beauty is but thin ſown? 

Dor. There's one Florimel,, the Queen's Ward, 2 
new Beauty, as wild as you, anda valt Fortune. 

Cel. I am for her before the World; bring me t0 
her, and l' releaſe you of your Promiſe for the other 
WH, 

Dar. Well, if I do promiſe, will you {wear not to 
attempt any other Woman inthe mean time? 

C Swear! by all th 
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Dor. Hold! before you (wear—What do you thin 
of thoſe two maſk'd Ladies, that are coming y onder? 

Cel. Why, | lay, that a raſh Outh is better let alone 
than repented — Dear Sitter, don't diſturb my Con. 
templations. t Putting ber by. 
Dor. Oh! your Servant, Sir. ' Exit Doralice. 


Enter Phormio, walkirg over the Stage gail: {er 
him, Florime! and Flavia. nasicd. 


Fla. Pharmio, P:5»mio, you will not leave us 

Phar. In Faith, I navea little Bubneiz—{ Exit. Phor, 

Cel. Cannot I ſerve you in the Gentleman recom, 
Ladies ? 

Fla. Which of us wou'd you ſerve? 

Cel. Either of you, or both of you. 

Fla. Why cou'd you not be conitant to one ? 

Cel. Conſlant to one! I have been a Courtier, a Sol- 
dier, and a Traveller to good pupoſe, if I muſt be con- 
fant to one. Give me ſome twenty, ſome forty, 
ſome a hundred Mitlreſies: I have more Love than 
any one Woman can turn her to. 

Flr. Bleſs us! let us be gone, Couſin; we two are 
nothing in his hands. 

Cel. Yet, for my part, I can live with as few Miſ- 


| treſſesas any Man: 1 deſire no Superfluities, only for 


neceſſary Change, or ſo, as I ſhift my Linnen. 

Flor. A pretiy odd kind of a Fellow this ; he fits my 
Humour rarely Aide. 

Fla. Vou are as unconſtant as the Moon. 

Flor. You wrong him, he's as conſtant as the Sun, 
he would ſce all the World round in twenty four Hours. 
Cel. Tis very true, Madam ; but, like him, I would 
vit and away. 

Flr. For what an unreaſonable thing it were to ſtay 


long, be troubleſome, and hinder a Lady of a freſh. 


ver ? 
Cel. A rare Creature this —Beſides, Madam, how 
like a Fool a Man looks when after all his Eagernets 
of two Minutes before, he fhrinks into a taing Fit, 
and a cold Compliment. 
Hands I commit my felf ; thare me betwixt you. 


A 4 Flat 


Ladies both, into your 
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Fla. I'll have nothing to do with you, ſince you 
cannot be conſtant to one. 

C:/. Nay, rather than loſe any of you, Ill do more; 
III be conllant to a hundred of you: Or (if you 
wiil needs fetter me to one) agree the matter between 
vour ſelves, and the molt handſome take me. 

Flor. Tho' I am not ſhe, yet ſince my Maſk's on, 
and you cannot convince me, have a good Faith of 
my Beauty, and for once I take you for my Servant, 

Cel. And for once I'll make a blind Bargain with 
you: ſtrike Hands; it's a Match, Miſtreſs. 

Flor. Done, Servant. 

Cel. Now I'm lure I have the worſt on't; for you 
ſee tne worlt of me, and that I don't of you, 'till 
ſhew your Face Yet, now [I think on't, you 
maſt be handſome 

Flor. What kind of Beauty do you like ? 

Cel. Jaſt ſuch a one as yours. 

Flor. What's that? 

Cel. Such an oval Face, clear Skin, hazle Eye“, 
thick Brow, Eye brows and IIair as you have for all 
the World. 

: Fla. But I can aſſure you, ſhe has nothing of all 
tas, 

Cel. Hold thy peace, Eura Nay, I can be 
conitant an' [ ſet on't. 

Fhr. Tis very well, Cad, you can be cenitant to 
ane you have never ſeen, and have forſaken all you 
have ſcen. 

Cel. It ſeems you know me then: Well, if thou 
ſhould'ſt prove one cf my .cait Mittrefſes, I would uſe 
thee molt damnably, for offering to make me love thee 
twice. 

Flor. You are i'th' right: An old Miſtreſs, or Ser- 
vant, is like an old Tune, the Pleaſure on't is pat, 
when we have once learn'd it. 

Fla. But what Woman in the Worid would you with 
her like? i 

Cel. I have heard of one Florimel, the Queen 5 
Ward, would the were as like her for Beauty, as ſhe 
s for Humour. 


Fla. 
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Fla. Do you hear that Couſin? [To Flor. f 
Flr. FlorimePs not hand ſome: Beſides, ſhe's uncon- 
t, and only loves for ſome few Days. 
Cel. If ſhe loves for ſhorter time than I. ſie mult 
by Winter-Days and Summer- Nights, 1'faith. 
Flor. When you ſee us together you ſhall judge: In 
the mean time adieu, ſweet Servant. 
Cel. Why you won't be fo inhuman, to carry away 
Heart, and not ſo much as tell me where [ muy 
hear News on't ? 
Flr. I mean to keep it ſafe for you; for if you had 
it, you would beſtow it worſe: Farewel, I mutt tes a 


Gi So muſt I too, if I can pul! off your Nast. 
Flr. You will not be ſo rude, | hop: * 
Cel. By this Light I will. 
For. By this Leg but you fha'n't. 
[ Excunt Flor. an! þ "a ths LEA 
Cel. Then by this Hand, next time 1 tho'l take 


- 


ter hold, Mrs. Nimble/oot. EF 45, 


Enter Doralice ara Bel: a 


D:r. Beliga. bring the Lute into this Arbour ; the 
Walks are empty: I would hear the Song the Prince; 
Almathea bid me learn. [ he; £9 11 ard ng. 


Exter Palamede, i» a Riding Halit, and tear: th: Lor 
Re-enter Doralice and Ecliza. 


Bel. Madam, a Stranger. 

Der. I did not think to have had Witneſtes cf m; 
tad finging. a 
Pal. If I have crr'd, Madam, I hope you'll parder 
de Curioſity of a Stranger; for I may well call my (el: 
o, after five Year's abtence from the Court. But you 
rave freed me from one Error. 

Der. What's that, I beſeech vou? 

Pal. I thought good Voices and ill Faces had bet 
aleparable ; and that to be fair, and to ſing weil, bad 
deen only the privilege of Angels. 

Dir. And how many more of thee fine things car 
ou fay tome s 

8 P.! 
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Pal. Very few, Madam; for if I ſhould continue to 
fee you ſome Hours longer, you look ſ0 killing, 
that I ſhould be mute with wonder. 

Dor. This will not give you the Reputation of 3 
Wit with me: You travelling Menficurs live upon a 
Stock you have got abroad for the firſt Day or two: 
Jo repeat with a good Memory, and apply with a 
good Grace, is all your Wit: And commonly your 
Gullets are ſow'd up like Cormorants ; when you have 
re gorg'd what you have ta ken in, you are the lecaneſt 
Things in Nature. 

Pal. Then, Madam, I think you had beſt make 
that uſe of me; let me wait on you for two or three 
Days together, and you ſhall hear all I have learnt of 
Extraordinary in other Countries; and one thing 
which I never {aw till | came home, that is, a Lady 
of a better Voice, better Face, and better Wit than any 
T have ſeen abroad. And after this, if I ſhould not 
declare my felt moſt paſſionately in love with you, I 
ſhould have leis Wit than yet you think I have. 

Der. A very plain and pithy Declaration. I fee, 
Sir, you have becn travelling in Saia or [taly, or ſome 
of the Hot Countries, where Men come to the Point 
;mmediately. But are you ſure theſe are not Words of 
courie? for I would not give my poor Heart an occaſi- 
on of complaint againſt me, that I cngag'd it tooraſhly, 
ard then could not bring it off. 

Pal. Your Heart may truſt itſelf with me ſafely: ! 
ſhall uſe it very civilly while it ſtays, and never tum 
away, without fair Warning to provide for it ſelf. 

Dor. Firlt then, I do receive your Paſſion with as 
little Conſideration on my part, as ever you gave it me 
on yours : And now ſee what a miſerable Wretch you 
have made yourſelf. 

Pal. Who, I miſerable? Thank you for that. Give 
me Love enough, and Life enough, and 1 defy Fortune. 

Dor. Know then, thou Man of vain Imagination, 
know, to thy utter Confuſion, that I am Vertuous. 


Pal. Such another Word, ard I give up the Gheft, 
Dor. Then to ſtrike you quite dead, know that! 


am marry d too. 
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Pal. Art thou marry'd? O thou horrible vertuous 
Woman 

Dor. Yes, marry'd to a Gentleman; young, hand- 
ſome, rich, valiant, and with all the good Qualities 
that will make you deſpair and hang your felt. 

Pal. Well, in ſpite of all that, I'll love you: For- 
tune has cut us out for one another ; for | am to be 
marry'd within theſe three Days; marry'd paſt Re- 
demption, to a young, fair, rich, and vertuous [ 4dy 3 
and it ſhall go hard but I wiil love my Wife as little as 
I perceive you do your Huſband. 

Dor. Remember I invaile no Property: My Ser- 
yant you are only till you are marry'd. 

Pal. In the mean time, you are to ſerg von have a 
Huſband. 

Dor. And you, that you are to have a Wife. 

Bel. [ Aſide to her Lady | O Madam, \ ly Leers ia 
at the end of the Walks, and if vou me nut hatte 
will diſcover you. 

Dor. Some other time, new Servant, we'!! tall fa 
ther of the Premiſtes; in the mean while, lenker 
my firſt Commandment, that is, not to follow me. 

Pal. But where then ſhall | tind you again ? 

Dor. At Court. Yours for two Days, 817. 

Pal. And Nights, I beſeech you, Madam. 

| [Ex. Dor. and Be! 

Pal. Well, I'll fay that for thee, thou art a very 
dextrous Executioner ; thou haſt Core mv bung : 
one Stroke : yet I muſt marry another And yer I 
mult love this; and if it lead me into ſome little Tn. 


* 


— 


conveniences, as ſealouſies, and Ducls, and Neath, an. 


ſo forth; yet while ſweet Love is in the cate, Vormune 
dothy worſt, and avant Mortality. 


Euter Rhodoplul, 


Rho. How, Palamede! [Lees Palamete: 
Pal. Rhodophil / 
Rho. Who thought to have ſcen you in Ser“? Whz: 
brought you home from Travel ? ; 
Pal. The Commands of an old rich Father 
Rbz, And the Hopes of burving him. 
A © 
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Pal. Both together, as you ſee, have prevailed on 
my Good-nature. In few Words, my old Man has 
already married me, for he has agreed with another 
old Man, as rich and as covetous as himſelf; the 
Articles are drawn, and I have given my Canſent, for 
fear of being difinherited.; and yet know not what 
kind of Woman I am to marry. 

Rlv. Sure your Father intends you ſome very ugly 
Wife, and has a mind to keep you in Ignorance, till you 
have ſhot the Gulf. 

Pal. I know not that; but obey I will, and muſt. 

Rho. Then I cannot chuſe but grieve for all the 
Girls, and Courtezans of France and Italy; they have 
loit the molt kind-hearted, doating, prodigal humble 
Servant in Europe. 

Pal. All I could do in theſe three Years I ſtaid be- 
hind you, was to comfort the poor Creatures for the 
Loſs of you. But what's the reaſon that in all this time 
a Friend c2uld never hear from you ? 

Rhe. Alas, Dear Palamede, I have had no Joy to 
write, nor indeed to do any thing in the World to pleaſe 
me The greateſt Misfortune imaginable is fallen upon 
me : 

Pal. Prithee, what's the matter? 

Rho. In one Word, I am marry'd; wretchedly mar- 
ry'd; and have been above theſe two Years. Yes, 
faith, the Devil has had power over me, in ſpight of 
my Vows and Reſolutions to the contrary. | 

Pal. T find you have ſold your ſelf for filthy Lucre; 
ſhe's Old, or Ill-condition'd. * | 

Rhe, No, none of thele: Iam ſure ſhe's Young ; 
and. fg her Humour, ſhe laughs, ſings and dances, 
etcrnally ; and which is more, we never quarrel about 
it, for I do the (ame. 


Pal. You're very Unfortunate indeed : Then the 


caſe is plain, ſhe's not handſome. 

Rho. A great Beauty too, as People ſay. 

Pal. As People ſay! Why, you ſhould know that 
beit yourſelf. | 

Rho. Aſk thoſe that have ſmelt a ſtrang Perfume two 
Years together what's the Scent. 


Pal. 
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pal. Zut here are good Qualities enough for one 


Woman. 


Rho. Ay, too many, Palamede: If I could put em 
into three or four Women, I ſhould be content. 

Pal. O, now I have found it, you diſlike her for no 
other reaſon, but becauſe ſhe's your Wife. 

Rho. And is not that enough ? All that I know of 
her Perfections now, is only by Memory: I remember 
indeed that about two Years ago, I lov'd her paſſio- 
nately ; but thole golden Days are gone, Palamede : 
yet I lov'd her a whole half Year, double the natural 


term of any Miſtreſs, and I think in my Conſcience I 


could have held out another Quarter; but then the 
World began to laugh at me, and a certain Shame of 
being out of Faſhion ſeiz'd me: at laſt, we arriv'd 
at that Point, and there was nothing left in us to make 
us new to one another. Yet ftill I tet a good Face up- 
on the matter, and am innnite fond of her before 
Company ; but when we are alone, we walk like two 
Lions in a Room, ſhe one way and I another: and 
we lie with our Backs ro each other, lo far diſtant, as 
if the Faſhion of great Beds was only invented to keep 
Huſband and Wife ſufficiently aſunder. 

Pal. The truth is, your Diſeaſe is very deſperate; 
but though you cannot be cur d, you may be patch'd up 
alittle; you muſt get you a Miſtreſs, Rhogophi!: That 
indeed is living upon Cordials ; but, as faſt as one fails, 
you mult ſupply it with another. 

Rho. Truth is, I have been thinking on't, and have 
juſt reſolv d to take your Counſel ; and, Faith, conſider- 
ing the Diſadvantages of a marry'd Man, I have pro- 

ided well enough for an humble Sinner, that is not 
ambitious of great Matters. 

Pal. What is ſhe for a Woman? 

Rho. One of the Stars of Syracuſe, I aſſure you: 

genvbugh, fair enough, and, but for one Quality, 
ah och : Sa as J — with for; being hy a 


Lady, without any Relation to the Court: yet the thinks 


herle one, if ſhe be not ſeen three or four times 
a day with the Princeſs : and for the King, ſhe haunts 
and watches him ſo narrowly in a Morning, that ſhe 


pie- 
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prevents even the Chymilts, who beſet his Chamber 
to turn their lercury into his Gold. g 

Pal. Yet hitherto methinks, you are no very un- 
happy Man? 

Rho. With all this, ſhe's the greateſt Goſſip in Na. 
ture ; for, beſides the Court, ſhe's the molt eternal 
Viſiter of the Town; and yet manages her time ſo 
well, that ſhe ſeems Ubiquitary. For my part, I 
can compare her to nothing but the Sun ; for, like 
him, ſhe takes no reſt, nor ever {ets in one place, but 
to riſe in another. 

Pal. I confeſs ſhe had need be handſome with theſe 
Qualities. 

Rho. No Lady can be fo curious of a new Faſhion, 
as ſhe is of a new French Word. She is the very Mint 
of the Nation; and as faſt as any Bullion comes out of 
France, coins it immediatety into our Language. 

Pal And her Name is 

Rho. No naming ; that's not like a Cavalier: Find 
her if you can by my Deſcription ; and I am not fo ill 
a Painter, that I need write the Name beneath the 
Picture. 

Pal. Well then, how far have you proceeded in 
your Love? 

Rho. Tis yet in the Bud, and what Fruit it may 
bear, I cannot tell; for this inſufferable Humour of 
haunting the Court is ſo predominant, that ſhe has hi- 
therto broken all her Afignations with me, for fear of 
miſſing her Viſit there. 

Pal. That's the hardeſt Part of your Adventure, 
but, for ought I ſee, Fortune has us'd us both alike; 
I have a ſtrange kind of Mittreis too at Court, beſides 
her Iam to marry. 

Rho. You have made haſte to be in love then; for 
if I am not mittaken, you are but this Day arriv'd. 

Pal. That's all one, I have ſeen the Lady already, 
who has charm'd me; teen her in theſe Walks, cour- 
ted her, and received for the firſt time an Anſwer that 
does not put me into Deſpair. 

Rho. Have you ſeen your lonourable Miſtreſs yet! 

Pal. No, but 1 was juſt going as 1 met you. 
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Rho. Then don't let me hinder you: for to tell you 
the Truth, I have a ſmall Affair upon my hands. 

Pal. Why then dear Rhodophi/ — 

Rho. No Ceremony: We ſhall meet, and compare 
Notes. 

Pal. Poſitively. 

Rho. Adieu [Exeunt ſeverall;. 
Eater Melantha, ting i: a Packet-Glaſ;, and Philotis. 


Phil. Count Rhodophil's a fine Gentleman indeed, 
Madam; and I think deſerves your Affection. 

Mel. Let me die but he is a fine Perſon ; he ſings 
and dances en Frangqois, and writes the Billet: Doux to 
a miracle. 

Phil. And thoſe are no {mall Talents to a Lady that 
underſtands, and values the French Air, as your Lady- 


{hip does. 
Mel. How charming is the French Air! and what 
an Etourdy Bete is one of our untraveli'd Iſlanders ' 
When he would make his Court to me, let me die, but 
he is juſt Z/5þ's Als, that would imitate the Courtly 
French in his Addreſſes; but inſtead of thoſe, comes 
pawing upon me, and doing all things ſo mal adroiely. 

Phil. Tis great pity Rhoauphils a marry'd Man, 
that you may not have an honourzble Intrigue with 
him. 

Mel. Intrigue, PY! that's an old Phraſe; I have 
laid that Word by: Amour, Affair, ſounds better. 
But thou art Heir to all my cait Words, as thou art to 
my old Ward-robe. Oh Count Rhadophil ! 4h mon 
cher! I could live and dic with him. 


E nter Palamede, aid 44 Servant. 


Serv. Sir, this is my Lady. 

Pal. Then this is the that is to be divine, and 
Nymph, and Guddels, and with whom I am to be de- 
ſperately in love. ; 

[Does to her, delivering her à Letter. 

This Letter, Madam, which I preſent you from your 

Father, has given me both the happy Opportunity, 
and the Boldnels to kils the fairen Hands in Sic 

A. J. 
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Mel. Came you lately from Palermo, Sir? 

Pal. But yeſterday, Madam. 

Mel. [Reading the Letter.] Daughter, receive tl, 
Bearer of this Letter, as a Gentleman whom I have cbo- 
fen to make you happy; (Oh Venus, a new Servant ſent 
me! and let me die, but he has the Air of a Gallant 
Homme.) His Father is the rich Lord Cleodemus ous 

eighbour. I ſuppoſe you will find nothing diſagreeably 
in his Perſon, or his Converſe; both which he has impre- 
wed by Travel. The Treaty is already concluded, and [ 
/hall be in Town within theſe three Days; jo that you 
hawe nothing to do, but to obey your careful Father. 

[To Pala.) Sir, my Father, for whom I have a 
blind Obedience, has commanded me to receive your 
paſſionate Addreſſes; but you muſt alſo give me leave 
to avow, that I cannot merit 'em from ſo accompliib'd 
a Cavalier. 

Pal. I want many things, Madam, to render me 
accompliſh'd ; and the firlt and greateit of them is your 
Favour. 

Mel. Let me die, Philatis, but this is extremely 
French; but yet Count Rhaanphil. A Gentleman, 
Sir, that underſtands the Cd Monde io well, who 
has haunted the beſt Converſations, and who (in ſhort) 
has voyag'd, may pretend to the good Graces of any 
Lady. 

Pal. [ Afide.) Hey day! Grand Mende ! Converſa- 
tion! Voyag'd ! and good Graces! I find my Vl iſtreſs 
is ane of thoſe that run mad in new Ferch Words. 

Mel. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you have made the Tour cf 
France, and, having ſeen all that's fine there, will 
make a conſiderable Reformation in the Rudenels of 
our Court: For let me die, but an untfahion'd, untra- 
vell'd, mere Sicilian, is a Bete; and has nothing in 
the World of an hon#te homme. 

Pal. I muſt confeſs, Madam, that 

Mel. And what new \linuets have you brought over 
with you? Their Minvets are to a \liracle ! and our 
Sicilian Jigs are ſo dull and fad to em. 

Pal. For Minucts, Madam 


Mel. And what new Plays are there in * 
r 
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And who danc'd, beſt in the Grand Ballet ? Come, 
Servant, you ſhall tell me all. 

Pal. [ Afide.] Tell her all? Why ſhe aſks all, and 
will hear nothing— To anſwer in Order, Madam, 
to your Demands — | 

Mel. 1 am thinking what a happy Couple we ſhall 
de! for you ſhall keep up your Correipondence abroad, 
and every thing that's new writ in Fraxce, and fine, 
[ mean, ail that's delicate, and bien Tourne, we will 
hare firſt. 

Pal. But, Madam, our Fortune 

Mel. I underſtand you, Sir; you'll leave that to me: 
For the Manage of a Family, I know it better than 
any Lady in Sicrhy. 

Pal. Alas, Madam, we 

Mel. Then we will never make Viſits together, nor 
ſeea Play, but always apart; you hall be every Day 
atthe King's Levee, and I at the Queen's; and we will 
never meet, but in the Drawing-Room. 

Phil. Madam, the new Prince is juſt paſk'd the end 
of the Walk. ; 

Mel. The new Prince, ſay'ſt thou? Adieu, dear Ser- 
vant, I have not made my Court to him theſe two 
long Hours. Oh, 'tis the ſweeteſt Prince! So gen, 
charmant, raviſſant, that Well, I'! make haſte 
to kiſs his Hands ; and then make half a ſcore Viſits 
more, and be with you again in a Twinkkling. 

[Exit, running with Phil. 

Pal. (Solus.) Now Love of thy Mercy bleſs me 
from this Tongue; it may keep the Field againſt a 
whole Army of Lawyers, and that in their own Lan- 
guage, French Gibberiſh. "Tis true, in the Day 
ume, *tis tolerable, when a Man has Field-room to run 
from it; but to be ſhut up in a Bed with her, like two 
Cocks in a Pit; Humaniy cannot ſupport it. I muſt 
kik all Night in my own Defence, and hold her down 
ike a Boy at Cuffs; nay, and give her the riſing 
blow every time ſhe begins to ſpeak. [Extt. 


The End of the Firſt 48. 
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Enter Celadon meeting Doralice. 


Rother! what makes you here, about the 
Queen's Apartments? which of the Ladies 
are you watching for ? 

Cel. Any of em that will do me the good Turn, ta 
make me ſoundly in love. ; 

Dor. Then I'll beſpeak you one; you will be 
deſperately in love with F/arime/. So ſoon as the 
Queen heard you were return'd, ſhe gave you her for 
a Miſtreſs. | 

Cel. Thank her Majeſty : but to confeſs the Truth, 
my Fancy lies partly another way. 

Dor. That's ſtrange: Fhrimel vows you are in love 
with her already 


Dor. 


Cel. She wrongs me horribly : If ever I ſaw, or 


ſpoke with this Florimel / 
Dor. Well, take your Fortune, I muſt leave you. 
[Exit Doralice. 


Enter Florimel, ſees him, and is running back. 
Cel. Nay Faith, I am got betwixt you and Home, 


you are my Pris'ner, Lady Bright, till you reſolve me 


one Queſtion, [She /igns.] is ſhe dumb? I-gad, | 
think, ſheis. What, a Vengeance, doſt thou at Court 
with ſuch a rare Face, without a Tongue to anſwer to 
a kind Queſtion? Art thou dumb indeed ? then thou 
can'ſt tell no Tale 
[ Goes to kiſs her. 

Flor. Hold, hold, you are not mad 

Cel. Oh, my Miſs in a Maſque ! have you found 
your Tongue? 


Flor. Iwas time, I think; what had become of me, 
if I had not? 


Cel: 
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Cel. Methinks your Lips had done as well. 

Flor. Yes, if my Maſque had been over em, as it 
was when you met me in the Walks. 

Cel. Well, will you believe me another time? Did 
not ſay you were intolerably handſome. They may 
talk of Flori mel if they will, but faith he muſt come 
ort of you. 

Flor. Have you ſeen her then ? 

Cel. I look'd a little that way, but I had ſoon 


enough of her; ſhe is not to be ſeen twice without a 


Surfeit. 
Hor. However, you are beholden to her, they ſay 
ſhe loves you. 


Cel. By Fate ſhe ſhall not love me; I have told her 
a piece of my Mind already: Pox © thele coming 
Women, they ſet a Man to Dinner, before he has an 
Appetite. [Flavia at the Door. 

Fla. Florimel, you are call'd within 

Cel. I hope in the Lord you are not Flarimel ? 

Flar. Ev'n ſhe at your Service; the ſame kind and 
coming Flori mel, you have deſcribed. | 

Cel. Why then we are agreed already; I am as 
kind and coming as you for the Heart of you: I knew 
a firſt we two were good for nothing but one another. 

Flor. But, without Raillery, are you in love? 

Cel. So horribly much, that contrary to my own 
Maxims, I think in my Conſcience I cou'd marry you. 
Fir. No, no, tis not come to that yet: But if you 
are really in love, you have done me the greaczit Plea- 
ſure in the World. 

Cel. That Pleaſure, and a better too I have in ſtore 
for you. | 

Hr. This Animal called a Lover, I have long'd to 
ſee theſe two Years. 

Cel. Sure you walk'd with your Maſque on all the 
while; for if you had been ſeen, you could not have 

n without your Wiſh. 

Fhr. I warrant you mean an ordinary voy 
. but I muſt have other Proofs of Love e'er 
elieve it. 


Cal. You ſhall have the beſt that I'can give you. 


Flv. 
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Flor. I would have a Lover, that if need be, ſhould 
hang himſelf, drown himſelf, break his Neck, and 
poiſon himſelf, for very Deſpair. He that will ery. 
ple this, is an impudent Fellow, if he ſays he's in love. 

Cel. Pray, Madam, which of theſe four would you 
have your Lo do? for a Man's but a Man, he can. 
not Rang, and drown, and break his Neck, and poi. 
ſon himſelf, all together. 

Flor. Well then, becauſe you are but a Beginner, 
and I would not diſcourage you, any one of thele ſhall 
ſerve your turn in a fair way. 

Cel. I am much deceiv'd in thoſe Eyes of yours, if 
a Treat, a Song, and the Fiddle, be not a more ac 
table Proof of Love to you, than any of thoſe tragical 
ones you have mention'd. 

Flor. However, you will grant it is but decent you 
ſhou'd be pale, lean, and melancholy, to ſhew you 
are in love; and that I ſhall — 2 when J ee 
you next. 

Cel. When you ſee me next? Why, you do not 
make a Rabbit of me, to be lean at twenty four Hours 
warning? In the mean while, we burn Day-light, loſe 
Time, and Love. 

Flor. Would you marry me without Conſidera- 
tion ? 

Cel. Ay, to chooſe ; for they that think on't, twenty 
to one, would never do it: hang fore- caſt; to make 
fure of one good Night is as much, in reaſon, as a Man 
ſhould expect from this ill World. 

Flor. Methinks a few more Years, and Diſcretion, 
would do well; I do not like this going to Bed ſo ear. 
ly, it makes one ſo weary before Morning. 

Cel. That's much, as your Pillow is laid before you 
go to Sleep. 

Flr. Shall I make a Propoſition to you ? I will give 
you a whole Year of Probation (o love me in, to grow 
reſerv d, diſcreet, ſober, and faithful, and to pay me 
all the Services of a Lover. 


Cel. And at the End of it you'll marry me ? 
Flor. If neither of us alter our Minds before——— 
Cel. By this Light, a neceſſary Clauic — bu: if . 
pa 
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y in all the aforefaid Services before the Day, you 
Fallbe oblig'd to take me ſooner into Mercy. 

Flor. Provided if you prove unfaithful, then your 
ime of a twelve- month to be prolong'd : ſo many Ser- 
vices, Iwill bate you ſo many —_ or Weeks; io ma- 
u Faults, I will add to your Prenticeſhip ſo much 
more: and of all this I only to be the Judge. If 
;ou like it, follow me, Captive. 

[ She pulls him, 

Cel, March on, Conqueror. [ Exeunt Cel. and Flor, 


Enter Palamede /o/us. 


Pal. Tis pretty odd, that my Miſtreſs ſhould fo 
much reſemble Rhodephif's The fame News-monger, 
he ame paſſionate Lover of a Court; the fame, but 
data ſince I muſt marry her, I'll fay nothing of 
her, becauſe he ſhall not laugh at my Misfortune. 


Enter Rhodophil. 


Rho. Well, Palamede, how go the Affairs of Love? 
You've ſeen your Miſtreſs? 

Pal. J have ſo. 

Rho. And how, and how? Has the old Capid, your 
Father, choſen well for you? Is he a gocd Woodman ? 

Pal. She's much handſomer than I could have ima- 
zin d: In ſhort, I love her, and will marry her. 

Rho. Then you are quite off your old Mittreſs ? 

Pal. You are miſtaken, I intend to love 'em both, 
|| 4a reaſonable Man ought to do. For ſince all Wo. 
men have their Faults and Imperfections, tis fit that 
one of them ſhould help out the r'other. 


Enter Doralice, walking by and reading. 


Pal. Ods my Life! Rhodophil, will you keep my 
Counſel ? 

Rho. Ves: where's the Secret? 

Pal. There 'tis. [Shewing Doralice.] I may tell 
you, as my Friend / Sigilio, &c. This is that very 
numerical Lady, with whom I am in love. | 

Rho. By all that's Vertuous, my Wife. [Alide. 

Pal. You look ſtrangely ; how do you like her ? 1s 

© hot very handſome. Rho, 
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Rho. Sure he abuſes me. [ 4fde.] Why the Devil 
do you ask my Judgment ? [To him. 

Pal. You are ſo dogged now, you think no Man 
Miſtreſs handiome but your own. Come, you ſhall hear 
her talk too; ſhe has a Wit, I aſſure you. 

Rho. This is too much, Palamede. [ Going batk, 

Pal. Prithee do not hang back ſo: Of an old try d 
Lover, thou art the moſt baſhful Fellow. ¶ Pulling hin 

forewarg,, 

Dor. Were you ſo near and would not ſpeak, dear 
Husband ? { Looking up. 

Pal. Husband, quoth-a! I have cut out a fine Piece 
of Work for my telf. 22 

Rho. Pray, Spouſe, how long have you been ac- 
quainted with this Gentleman ? 

Dor. Who, I acquainted with this Stranger ? Tomy 
beſt knowledge I never ſaw him before. 


Enter Melantha at the other end. 


Pal. Thanks, Fortune, thou haſt he!p'd me. [ Ai. 
Rho. Palamede, this muſt not paſs fo ; I muſt know 
our Rliſtreſs a little better. 
Pal. It ſhall be your own Fault elſe. Come, I'll in- 
troduce you. 
Rho. Introduce me! Where? 
Pal. There, to my Miſtreſs. [Pointing te Melantha 
who cuifty paſſes wer the Stage. 
Rho. Who! Mec/antha! O Heavens, I did not fee her. 
Pal. But I did, I am an Eagle where I love: I 
have ſeen her this half hour. 
Dor. ( Afide.) J find he has Wit, he has got off fo 
readily ; but it would anger me if he ſhould love Me- 
/antha. 
Rho. ( Afide.) Now I could e'en wiſh it were my 
Wife helov'd, I find he is to be married to my Miſtreſs. 
Pal. Shall J run after, and fetch her back again, to 
preſent you to her? 
Rhe. No, you need not; I havethe Honour to have 
ſome ſmall Acquaintance with her. 
Pal. ( Afde.) O Fupiter ! What a Blockhead was l, 
not to find it out? My Wite' that muſt be, is h. — 
; tes. 
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I did a little ſuſpe&t it before: Well, I muſt 


marry her, becauſe ſhe's handſome, and becauſe I hate 


o be diſinherited, for a younger Brother, which I am 
are I ſhall be if 1 diſobey ; and yet I muſt keep in with 
Bhodephil, becauſe | love his Wife. 

( Rhodo.) I muſt deſire you to make my Excuſe 
your Lady, if I have been ſo unfortunate to cauſe any 
Miſtake, and withal to beg the Honour of being known 
to her. 

Rho. O, that's but reaſon. Hark you, Spoule, 
Pray look. upon this Gentleman as my Friend ; whom, 
o my knowledge, you have never ſeen before this 


Dor. I am ſo obedient a Wife, Sir, that my Hus- 
land's Commands ſhall ever be a Law to me. 


Peter Melantha aga'n haſtil „ runs 0 embrace Doralice- 


Mel. O, my Dear, I was juſt going to pay my De- 
yirs to you ; I had not time this Morning, for making 
ny Court to the King, and our new Prince. Well, 
zever Nation was fo happy, and all that, in a young 
Prince; and he's the kindeſt Perſon in the World to 
me, let me die if he is not. 

Reva He has been bred up far from Court, and there- 


Mel. That imports not: 'Tho' he has not ſeen the 


\ Crande Monde, and all that, let me die but he has the 


Air of the Court moſt abſolutely. 
Pal. But yet, Madam, he — 
Mel. O Servant, you can teftify, that I am in his 


| good Graces. Well, I cannot ſtay long with you, be- 


cauſe I have promiſed him this Afternoon But 
hark you, my Dear, III tell you a Secret. [ Whiſpers 
to Dor 

Rho. The Devil's in me that I muſt love this Wo- 
man. (Alide. 
Pal. The Devil's in me that I muſt marry this Wo- 
man. (Aſide.) 
Mel. (Raiſing her Voice) So the Prince and I 
zut you mult make a Secret of this, my Dear, for I 
would not World your Husband ſhould hear 
u, or my Tyrant there that mull be. Pat. 
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Pal. Well, fair Impertinent, your Whiſper is nge 
loit, we hear you. 22 

Dor. I underſtand then, that: : 

Mel. Til tell you, my Dear, the Prince took me by 
the Hand, and preſs'd it a/ 4 derobbee, becauſe the King 
was near, made the doux yeux to me, and ſaid a thou. 
ſand Gallantries, or let me die, my Dear. 

Dor. Then I am ſure you 

Mel. You are miſtaken, my Dear. 

Dor. What! before I ſpeak ? 

Mel. But I know your Thoughts. You think, my 
Dear, that I aſſum d ſomething of fierte into my Coun- 
tenance, to rebute him ; but quite contrary, I 
him, I know not how to expreſs it in our dull Sichar 
Language, d'un ayre enjoue ; and ſaid nothing but ad- 
autre, adautre, and that it was all Gri mace, and would 
not paſs upon me. 


Enter Flavia, Melantha /ces her, and uns away from 


Dor. 


(To Flavia) My Dear, I muſt beg your pardon, | 
was juſt making a Looſe from Doralice, to pay my Re- 
ſpects to you: me die, if J ever paſs time ſo agree- 
ably, as in your Company; and if I would leave it for 
any Ladies in Sicily. | 

Fla. Here's the new Beauty, Florimel, is coming 
this way. 


Enter Florimel, Melantha runs to her. 


Mel. O dear Madam ! I have been at your — 
in my new Ga leche ſo oſten, to tell you of a new Amour 
betwixt two Perſons whom you would little ſuſpect for 
it; that, let me die, if one of my Coach-horſes be not 
dead, and another quite tir'd, and ſunk under the Fa- 


t1FUE. | 

i O, Melantha ! I can tell you News, the Prince 
is coming this way. 

| Mel. The Prince! O ſweet Prince! He and I are 
to and I forgot it — Your pardon, ſweet 


Madam, for my Abruptneſs. Adieu, my Dears. — 
v 
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rant Rhodop/il 3 Servant, Servant; Servant all. [Exit 


running. 
Rhodophil goes to Florimel and Flavia. (Whiſpers. 
| Dor. (Ta Fal.) Why do you not follow your Miſtreſs, 


? 
2 Follow her! why at this rate ſhe'll be at the 
lndie within this half hour. 
Dor. However, if you can't follow her to-day, you'l] 
meet her at Night, I hope. 
Rho. (To himſelf.) I begin to hate this Palamede, 
becauſe he is to marry my Miſtreſs : Yet break with 
him I dare not, for fear of being quite excluded from 
her Company. Lis 4 hard Cale, when a Man muſt 
by his Rival to his Mittreſs : But "tis at worſt, but 
wing him like a Pair of heavy Boots in a dirty Journey: 
iter I have foul'd him all Day, I'!! throw him off at 
Night. 
Pal But can you, in Charity, ſuffer me to be mor- 
: tiked, without affording me [ome Relief? If it be but 
o puniſh that Sign of a Husband there; that lazy Ma- 
t | rimony, that dull inſipid Taſte, who leaves ſuch de 
e- licious Fare at home, to dine abread on worſe Meat, 
e | udto pay dear for it into tie bargain. 
or Dar. All this is in vain : Aſſure your ſelf, I will ne. 
0g 
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ter admit of any Viſit from you in private. 

Pal. That is to tell me, in ocher Words, my Con- 
lition is deſperate. 

Dor. I think you in fo ill a Condition, that I am 
reloly'd to pray for you this very Evening, in the cloſe 
g3, Walk behind the Lerras; for that's a private place, 
our | wud there I am ſure no body will diſturb my Devotions. 
for | And ſo Good- night, Sir. [ Exit. 
not Pal. This is the neweſt way of making an Appoint- 
Fa- | nent I ever heard of: Let Women alone to contrive 
tte Means ; I find we are but Dunces to em. Well. 
lwill not be fo prophane a Wretch as to interrupt her 
Devotions ; but to make em more effectual, I' down 
won my Knees, and endeavour to join my own with 


em. 
fla. Celadin! what makes him here? [ Exennt omn. 
| but Fia. 
B | F ter 
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Enter to her Celadon, Olinda, Sabina; they walk wer 
the Stage together; He ſeeming to court them, 


Olin. Nay, ſweet Celagon—— — 
Fab. Nay, dear Celadon. 

Fla. Oho! I ſee his Buſineſs now, tis with Meliſe's 
two Daughters: Look, look, how he peeps about to 
{ce if the Coaſt be clear; like an Hawk that will not 
plume if ſhe be look'd on [ Exeunt Celadon, 


. Olinda, Sabina, 
So—at laſt he has truſs'd his Quarry, 
Enter Florimel. 


Flor. Did you ſee Celaden this way? 

Fla. If you had notask'd the Queition, I ſhould hare 
thought you had come from watching him; he is jut 
gone off with Me/;//a's Daughters. | 
. Flor. Melifſa's Daughters! He did not court em [ 

0 


Fla So buſily, he loſt no time: While he ws 
teaching the one a Tune, he was kiſſing the other's 
Hand. 

Flor. O fine Gentleman 

Fla. And they ſo greedy of him ! Did you never ſee 
two Fiſhes about a Bait, tugging it this way and bother 
way: For my part, I look d at leaft he ſhould have 
loſt a Leg or Arm i'th' Service Nay, never ver 
your ſelf, but e' en reſolve to break with him. 

Flor. No, no, tis not come to that yet; I'll corre 
him firſt, and then hope the beſt from Time. 

Fla. From Time! Believe me there's little Good to 
be expected from him. I never knew the old Gentle 
man with the Scythe and the Hour-glaſs bring 207 
thing but gray Hair, thin Cheeks, and loſs of Teeth: 
You ſee Celadon loves others. 

Flr. There is the more hope he may love me & 
mongſt the reſt: Hang't, I would not marry one of 
theſe ſolemn Fops: Give me a Servant that is an w_ 
Flyer at all Games, that is bounteous of himſelf te 
many Women; and yet whenever I pleas'd to ** 
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gut the Lure of Matrimony, ſhould come down with 
a Swinge, and fly the better at his own Quarry. 

Fla. But are you ſure you can take him down when 
you think good ? 

Flor. Nothing more certain. 

Fla. What Wager will you venture upon the Trya! ? 

Flr. Any thing. | 

Fla. My Maidenhead to yours. 

Fhr. That's a good one, who ſhall take the Forfeit ? 

Fla. Well, Fil go and write a Letter as from theſe 
wo Siſters, to ſummon him immediately; it ſhall be 
deliver'd before you. I warrant you {ee a ſtrong Com- 
bat betwixt the Fleſh and the Spirit: If he leaves von 
togo to them, you'll grant lic loves them better? 

Flor. Not a jot the more: A Bee may pick of many 
Flowers, and yet like ſome one better than all the rei: 

Fla. But then your Bee mutt not leave his Sting be- 
hind him. 

Fur. Well, make the Experiment however: heat 
him coming, and a whole Noiſe of F:dlers at h., 


| Heels, Hey-day, what a mad Husband ſha!! I Har 


Euter Celadon. 


Fla. And what a mad Wife will be have: Well, I 
mutt go a little way, but LI return immediately ang 
write it: You'il keep him in diicourle the while. [Er: 

Flavia. 

Cel. Where are vou, Madam? What do you mean 
to run away thus? Pray ftand to't, that we may dif- 
patch this Buſineſs. Caught! by all that's [ipudent. 

{ Wide. 

Fhbr. I think you mean to watch me, 5 they do 
Witches, to make me confeſs I love you. Lord, what 
a Buſtle have you kept this Afternoon? what with Eat 
ing, Singing and Dancing, I am io wearied, that I ſhall 
not be in caſe to hear any more Love this tortnig ht. 

Cel. Nay, if you ſurfeit on't before tryal, Mercy on 
you when I have marry'd you. 

Flor, But what King's Revenue do you think will 
maintain this extravagant Expence? 

Cel. I have an intolerable Father, a rich old Rogue. 

B 2 1 
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it he would once die! Lord, how long does he mean to 

make it e'er he dies? 

Flor. As long as ever he can, I'll paſs my word for 
im. 

Cel. I think then we had beſt conſider him as an ob. 
ſtinate old Fellow, that is deaf to the News of a better 
World, and ne'er ſtay for him. 

Flor. But een marry and get him Grand-Children 
in abundance, and Great Grand Children upon them, 
and ſo inch him and ſhove him out of the World by the 
very force of new Generations. If that be the way, 
you muſt excule me. 

Cel. But do'it thou know what it is to be an old 
Maid ? | 

Fly. No, nor hope I ſhan't theſe twenty Years. 

Cel. But when that time comes, in the firſt place 
thou wilt be condemn'd to tell Stories, how many Men 
thou mighr'it have had; and none believe thee: Then 
thou groweſt froward, and impertinently wearieſ all 
tny Friends to ſollicit Man for thee. 

Flor. Away with your old Common-place Wit: Iam 
reiolv'd to grow fat, and look young till Forty, and 
then ſlip out of the World with the firſt Wrinkle, and 
the Reputation of Five and Twenty. 

Cel. Well, whatthink you now of a Reckoning be- 
twixt us? 

Flor. How do you mean? | 

Cel. Jo diſcount for ſo many Days of my Yea! 
Service, as I have paid in ſince Morning. 

Flor. With all my heart. 

Cel. Imprimis, for a Treat: Item, for my Glas 
Coach: Item, for fitting bare, and playing with your 
Fan: And laltly and principally, for my Fidelity to 

you this long Hour and halt. 

Flor. For this 1 bate you three Weeks of your Set- 
vice: Now hear your Bill of Faults ; for your comfort, 
'tis a ſhort one. 

Cel. 1 know it. 

Flor. Imprimis, Item, and Sum total, for keeping 
company with Melija's Daughters. | 


Cel. How the vice came you to know of 2 


bl 
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Gad, I believe the Devil plays booty againit himlel!, 
and tells you of my Sins. [Ad. 

Flor. The Offence being ſo ſmall, the Punithment 
ſhall be proportionable ; I will ſet you back only ha't 
a Year. 

Cel. You're molt Unconſcionable : why then do you 
think we ſhall come together? There's none but the 
old Patriarchs could live long enough to mariy you at 
this rate. What, do you take me for ſome Couln 
of Methu/alem's, that I muſt lay an hundred Years be- 


fore I come to beget Sons and Dave liters ? 
* ww 1 * * 
Flor. Here's an impudent Lover, he complains ct 


me, without offering to excuſe hiumiclt ; I.. un, a Fort- 
night more for that. 
Cel. So, there's another Puff in my Voyage has blown 


me back to the North of Great Britain. 


Flor. All this is nothing to your Excuſe for the two 
Siſters. 

Cel. Faith, if ever I did more than kiſs em, and that 
but once 

Flor. What could you have done more to me? 

Cel. An hundred times more ; as thou ſhalt know, 
dear Rogue, at time convenient. 

Flr. You talk, you talk: Cou'd you Kiſs em, 
though but once, and never think of me? 

Cel. Nay, if I had thought of thee, I had kiſs'd em 
over a thouſand times with the very force of Imagina- 
tion. 

Far The Gallants are mightily beholden to you; 
you have found em out a new way to Nis their Mi- 
ſtreſſes, upon other Women's Lips. 

Cel. What wou'd you have? You are my Sultana 
Queen, the reſt are but in the nature of your Slaves : 
I may make {ome flight Excurſion in the Enemy *s 


Country for Forage, or ſo, but I ever return to my 


Head Quarters. 
Enter Boy with a Letter. 


Cel. To me? 

Boy. It your Name be. Celadin. [Celad. reads «ftv. 
Cel. [To the Page] Child. come hither Child, here's 
| B 3 Aloney 
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Money for thee : So, be gone quickly, good Child, be 
tore any body examines thee : Thou art in a dan 
rous place, Child [Thruſts him aut.] Very 

the Siſters {ſend me word they will have the Fiddle 
this Afterncen, and invite me to ſup there Now can 
not I torbear, and I ſhould be hang'd, tho' I ſcap'd a 
Scouring to lately for it. Vet I love Flori mel better than 
both of 'em together. There's the Riddle on't, but 
only for the tweet ſake of Variety. LA. 
Well, we muit all fin, and all repent, and there's an 
e id on't. | 

Flor. What is it that makes you fidge up and down 
ſo? 

Cel. Faith I am ſent for by a very dear Friend, and 
tis upon a buſineſs of Life and Death. 

Flor. On my Life, ſome Woman. 

Ce/. On my Honour, ſome Man ; do you think I 
would lye to you ? | 

Flor. But you engag'd to ſup with me. 

Cel. But I conſider it may be ſcandalous to ſtay late 
in your Lodgings. Adieu, dear Creature, if ever I am 
falſe to thee again [Exit Celadon. 

Flor. See what conſtant Metal you Men are madeof! 
He begins to vex me in good earneſt. Hang him, let 
him go and take enough of 'em; and yet methinks I 
can't endure he ſhould neither. Lord, that ſuch a 
Mad-cap as I ſhould ever live to be jcalous! I muſt a 
ter him. Some Ladies would diſcard him now, but I, 


A fitter way for my Revenge will find, 
TA marry him, and ſerve him in bis lind Ex Fir. 


The End of the Second AF, 


ACT 


wg” grr BST 2 


ee Ke 


En 


. 


„ TT TYP 


= ”S & s 


A- 


* 
n 
iN 
1 
et 
I 
2 
. 


£ 


The CoMICAL LOVERS. 31 


ACT m SCENE 1. 


Enter Rhodophil meeting Doralice and Flavia. Rho- 
dophil and Doralice embrace. 


Nhe. Y own dear Heart ! 
Dor. My own true Love! [She farts 


| back.) I had forgot my ſelf, tobe fo kind; indeed I am 


very angry With you, Lear, you are come an Flour 
after you appointed: If you had ſtaid a Minute longer, 


| Twas juſt conſidering whether 1 ſhould ſtab, hang, or 


drown my ſelf, [ Embracing him. 

Rho. Nothing but the King's Buſineſs could have 
hinder'd me ; and I was ſo vex'd, that I was juſt lay- 
ing down my Commiſſion, rather than have faiPd my 
Dear. Xi ing her Hand. 

Fla. Why, this is Love as it ſhould be, betwixt Man 
and Wife ; ſuch another Couple would bring Marriage 
into Faſhion again. But is it always thus betwixt you 

Rho. Always thus! this is nothing. I tell you there 
s not ſuch a pair of Turtles in all Sicily ; there is ſuch 
an eternal Cooing and Kiſſing betwixt us, that indeed 
it is ſcandalous before Company. 

Der. Well, if I had imagin'd I ſhould have been 
this fond Fool, I would never have marry'd the Man 
Tlov'd: I marry'd to be happy, and have made my 
ſelf miſerable, by over-loving. Nay, and now my 
Caſe is deſperate, for I have been married above theſe 
two Years, and find my ſelf every Day worſe and worſe 
in Love; nothing but Madneſs can be the end on't. 

Fla. Doat on to the Extremity, and you are happy. 
Dor. He deſerves ſo infinitely much, that the truth 
u, there can be no doating in the Matter; but to love 
well, I confeſs is a Work that pays it ſelf; 'tis telling 
Gold, and after taking it for one's pains, 
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Rho. By that I ſhould be a very covetous Perſon, for 
I am ever pulling out my Money, and putting it into 
my Pocket again. 

Dor. Oh dear Rhod»phil / 

Rho. Oh ſweet Doralice / [ Embracing each other. 

Fla. ( Afede.) Nay, I'm rejolv'd I'll never interrupt 


Lovers: I'Il leave them as happy as I found 'em. 
[ Steals away, 
Rho. What, is ſhe gone? [ Looking up. 


Dor. Yes, and without taking leave. 

Rho. Then there's enough for this time. 

Dor. Yes ſure, the Scene's done, I take it. [Partin 

frem her. Dey «alk contrary on the Stage, he uit 
bis Hands in bis Pocket, Whift ling 3 he Singing p 
dall melancholy Tune. | 

RC. Pox o' your dull Tune, a Man can't think for 
you. 

Dor. Pox o' your dainn'd Whiſtling, you can neither 
be Company to me your felf, nor leave me to the Free- 
com of my own Fancy. TTY 

Rhe. Well, thou art the moſt provoking Wife. 

Dor. Well, thou art the dulleſt Husband, thou art 
never to be provok d. 

Rho. I was never thought dull till I marry'd thee, 
and now thou hait made an old Knife of me, thou haſt 
whetted me ſo long tillI have no Edge lett. 

Dor. I ie: you are in the Husband's Faſhion, you 
reſerve all your Good-H amour for your Miſtreſſes, and 
Keep your ill for your Wives. 

Rlo. Prithee leave me to my own Cogitations; Iam 
thinking over all my Sins, to find for which of them 
"was I marry'd thee. ; 

Dar. What ever your Sin was, mine's the Puniſh- 
ment. 

Rho. My Comfort is, thou art not Immortal ; and 
when that bleſied, that divine Day comes, of this De- 
parture, l'm reiolv'd l make one Holy-day more in 
the Almanack, for thy ſake. 

Dor. Ay, you had need make a Holy - day for me, 
for Iam (ure you have made me a Martyr. 

Rbe. Then ſetting my victorious Foot upon thy * 
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the firſt Hour of thy Silence, (that is, the firſt Hour 
hou art dead, for I deſpair of it before) I will ſwear 
y thy G hoſt, an Oath as terrible to me, as Styx is to 
the Gods; never more to be in danger to the Bonds of 
Matrimony — 

Dor. And I am reſolv'd to marry the very ſame Day 
thou dy ſt, if it be to ſhew how little I'm concern'd for 


Rho. Prithee, Doralice, why do we quarrel thus a- 
days? Ha! This is but a kind of heatheniſh Lite, and 


{ does not anſwer the ends of Marriage. It I have err'd, 


poſe what reaſonable Atonement may be made, be- 

we ſleep, and I thall not be refractory: But with- 

all conſider, I have been marry'd theſe three Years, 
and be not too Tyrannical. 

Dor. Why ſhould you talk of a Peace, when you can 
ge no Security for Performance of Articles? 

Rho. Then ſince we mult live together, and both of 
w ſtand upon our Terms, as to the matter of dying 
firſt, let us ev'n make our ſelves as merry as we can 
vith our Misfortunes. Why there's the Devil on't, if 
thou couldit make thy Favours but a little leſs eaſy. 
or but a little more unlawtul, thou ſhouldit ſee What a 
Termagant Lover I would prove. I have taken ſuch 
pains to like thee, Doralice, that I have tancy'd thee 
all the fine Women in the Town to help me out: But 
now there's none left for me to think on, my Imagina- 
won is quite jaded. Thou art a Wife, and thou wilt be 
1 Wife, and I can make thee another no longer. [ Exit 

ho. 

Dor. Well, ſince thou art a Husband, ard wilt be 
: Husband, I'll try if 1 can't find out another that won't 
think me a Wife. 


Enter NMelantha and Flavia to her. 


Mel. Dear, my Dear, pity me, I am ſo chagrin to- 
ay, and have had the molt ſignal Affront at Court! 
| went this Afternoon to do my Dewory to the Princeſs, 
ad he p'd to malce her Court ſome half an Hour: At- 


er which, ſhe went to take the Air, choſe out tWo La- 
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diesto go with her, that came in after me, and left me 
molt barbarouſly behind her. 

Fla. You are the leſs to be pitied, Melantha, becauſe 
you ſubje& your {elf to theſe Aﬀronts, by coming per. 

etually to Court, where you have no Buſineſs nor 
mploy ment. 

Mel. I declare I had rather of the two, be railly'd, 
nay mal traittte at Court, than be deify'd in the Town; 
for poſitively, nothing can be fo ridicule, as a meer 
Town Lady. 

Fla. And therefore I would &en adviſe you to quit 
the Court, and live either wholly in the Town; or, if 
you like not that, in the Country. 

Dor. In the Country ! nay, that's to fall beneath the 
Town; for they live there upon our Offals here: Their 
Entertainment of Wit is only the remembrance of what 
they had when they were laſt in Town; they live this 
Year upon lait Year's Knowledge, as the Cattle do all 
Night, by chewing the Cud of what they eat in the 
Afternoon. 

Mel. And then they tell for News ſuch unlikely Sto- 
ries: A Letter from one of us is ſuch a Preſent to 'em, 
that the poor Souls wait for the Carrier's Day with 
ſuch Devotion, that they cannot ſleep the Night before. 

Fla. No more than I can the Night before I am to 
go a Journey. 

Der. Or I, before I am to try on a new Gown. 

Mel A Song that's ſtale here, will be new there 2 
Twelvemonth hence: And if a Man of the Town by 
chance come amongſt em, he's reverenc'd for teaching 
'em the Tune. 

Dor. A Friend of mine, who makes Songs ſome- 
times, came lately out of the Weſt, and vow'd he was 
fo put out of Countenance with a Song of his: For at 
the firſt Country Gentleman's he viſited, he ſaw three 
Tailors cro(s-legg'd upon the Table in the Hall, who 
were tearing 1t out as loud-as they could fing, 


— After the Pargs of a diſperate Lover, &e. 


And all that Day he heard noihingelle, but the Daugh- 
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ters of the Houſe, and the Maids, humming it over 
in every Corner, and the Father whiſtling it. 

Fla. Indeed I have obſerv'd of my lelf, that when I 
am out of Town but a Fortnight, I am fo humble, 
that I would receive a Letter from my Tay lor or Mer-— 
cer, for a Favour. a 

M.). When I have been at Graſs in the Summer, 
and am new come up again, methinks I am to be 
turn'd into Ridicule by all that ſee me: But when I 
have been once or twice at Court, I begin to value my 
ſelf again, and to deſpiſe my Country Acquaintance. 

Fla. There are places where all People may be a- 
dored, and we ought to know our ſelves io well as to 
chuſe em. But I fee we ſhall leave Melantha where 
we found her; for the Town and Country are become 
more dreadful to her than the Court, where ſhe was af- 
fronted. But you forget, we are to wait on the Prin- 


ceſs. Come Doralice. 


Der. Farewel, Melantha. 
Mel. Adieu, my Dear. 


Fla. You are out of Charity with her; and therefore . 


| ſhall not give your Service. 

Mel. Do not omit it, I beſeech you; for I have ſuch 
2 Tender for the Court, that I love it even from the 
Drawing-Room to the Lobby, and can never be Re- 


lutte by any Uſage. But hark you, my Dear, one 


thing I had forgot of great Concernment. 

Dor. Quickly then, we are in hatte. 

Mel. Do not call it my Service, that's too vulgar ; 
but do my Bai/e Mains to the Princeſs. 

Dar. To do you Service then, we will do your Baiſe 
Mains to the Princeſs. [ Excunt Fla. and Dor. 


Enter Philotis avith a Paper in ger Hand. 


Mel. O, are you there, Minicn? Ard, well, are 
not you a molt precious Damſel, to retard all my Viſits 


for want of Language, when you know you are paid 


lo well for furniſhing me with new Words for my daily 
Converſation ? Let me die, if I have not run the riſque 
already, to ſpeak like one of the Vulgar; and if [ 
lave one Phraſe leſt in all my Store that is not thread- 

B G bare, 


30 TheCoMIicaLLOVvVERSs. 


bare, and fit for nothing but to be thrown to Peaſants. 
P\4il. Indeed, Madam, I have been very diligent in 
my Vocation ; but you have fo drain'd all the French 
days and Romances, that they are not able to ſupply 
you with Words for your daily Expences. 
Mel. Drain'd! what. a Words there? Epuiſce, you 
Sot you. Come produce your Morning's Work. 
Phil. Tis here, Madam. Shews the Paper. 
Mel. O, my Venus! fourteen or fifteen Words to 
ſerve me a whole Day! Let me die, at this rate | can- 
not laſt til Night. Come read your Works: Twenty 
to one, half of them will not paſs muſter neither. 
Phil. Kottiſes. [ Reads. 
Mel. Sattiſes, bon, that's an excellent Word to begin 
wi.hal, as for Example: He or ſhe ſaid a thouſand 
dati ro me. Proceed. 
Phil. Figure: As what a Ficure of a Man is there? 
Neive, and Natvete. 
Mel. Naive ; as how? 
Phil. Speaking of a thing that was naturally ſaid; 
1: was fo zaive, or ſuch an innocent Piece of Sim- 
plicity ; 'twas ſuch a Naivere. 
. Truce with your Interpretations ; make haſte. 
Phil. Feible, Chagrin, Grimace, Embarraſſe, double 
Frutcndre, Equivoque, Eclairciſſement, Suittè, Beveue, 
Fagor, Pauc haut, Coup 4 etourdy, and Ridicule. 
Fel. Hold, hold; how did they begin? 
Phil. They began at Sartiſes, and ended en Ridicule. 
iel. Now give me your Paper in my Hand, and 
hold you my Glaſs, while I practiſe my Airs for the 
Day. | Melantha /aughs in the Glaſs.) How does that 
Lavgh become my Face ? 
Ph;!. Sovereignly well, Madam. | 
M.. Sovereignly ! Let me die, that's not amiſs, that 
word ſhall not be yours, I'll invent it, and bring it up 
my ſelf; my new Head ſhall be yours upon't: Not & 
word of the Word, I charge you. 
Phil. | am dumb, Rladam. 
N.. That Glance, how ſuits it with my Face? 


Les diag in the Claſi again. 
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Mel. 1 That Word ſhall be mine too. 
and my laſt /ndian Gen thine fort. That Sigh. 
[ Looks again. 
Phil. Twill make many a Man ſigh, Madam, tis a 
mere Incendiary. 
Mel. Take my blue Petticoat for that Truth. If 
thou haſt any more of theſe Phraſes, let me die, but I 
could give away all my Wardrobe, and go naked for 


em. 

Phil. Go naked ! Then you would be a Venut, Ma- 
dam. O Fupiter ! What had I forgot? This Paper 
was given me by Rhedophil's Page. 

Met (Reading the Letter)-- Beg the Favour from you-- 
Gratify my Paſſion—fo far— 4//ignation—in the Grotto 
—behind the Verras—Clock this Evening—— Well, for 
the Billet doux, there's no Man in S:c:ly, mult diſpute 
with Rhodaphil; they are ſo French, fo Gallant, and ſo 
Tendre, that I cannot reſiſt the Temptation of the Aſ- 
fignation. Now go you away, P5z/etis, it imports me 
to practiſe what I ſhall ſay to my Servant when I meet 
him. [Exit Philotis. 

Rhedophi!, you'll wonder at my Aſſurance to meet 
you here; let me die, I am fo out of breath with com- 
mg, that I can render you no Reaſon for it. Then he 
will make this Repartee, Madam, I have no reaſon to 
accuſe you for that which is ſo great a Favour to me. 
Then I reply, But why have you drawn me to this 
ſolitary Place? Let me die, but I am apprehenſive of 
ſome Violence from you. Then ſays he, Solitude, 
Madam, is moſt fit for Lovers ; but by this fair Hand 
—— Nay now, I vow you're rude, Sir: O fie, ſie, fie, 
I hope 2 be honourable ? You'd laugh at 
me if I ſhou'd, Madam What do you mean to raviſh 
a Kiſs by main force? Ha, ha, ha! (Exit. 

Palamede ad Doralice meet ; Se with a Book in her 

Hand feems to flart at fight of him. | 

Der. "Tis a ſtrange thing that no Warning will ſerve 
your turn ; and that no Retirement will ſecure me from 
your impertinent Addreſſes! Did I not tell you that I 
was to be private here at my Devotions ? 

Pal. Yes; and you ſce 1 have ublerv'd my Cue ex- 


actly: 
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aftly: I am come to relieve you from them. Come, 
ſhut up, ſhut up your Book; the Man's come who is 
to ſupply your Neceſſities. 

Dor. Then it ſeems, you are ſo impudent to think it 
was an Aſhgnation ? This I warrant was your lewd In- 
terpretation of my innocent Meaning. 

Pal. Venut forbid that I ſhould r ſo unreaſo- 
nable a Thought of a fair young Lady, that you ſhould 
lead me hither into Temptation. I confeſs I might 
think indeed it was a kind of honourable Challenge, 
to meet privately, without Seconds, and decide the 
Difference betwixt the two Sexes : But I hope you'll 
Ro_ me if I thought amiſs. 


r. You thought too, Ill lay my Life on't, that 


you might as well make Love to me, as my Huſband 
does to your Miſtreſs. 

Pal. I was ſo unreaſonable to think ſo too. 

Dor. And then you wickedly inferr'd, that there 
was ſome Juſtice in the Revenge of it: Or at leaſt but 
little Injury ; for a Man to endeavour to enjoy that, 
which he accounts a Blefling, and which is not valu'd 
as it ought by the dull Poſſeſſor. Confeſs your Wie- 
kedneſs ; did you not think ſo? 


Pal. I confeſs I was thinking fo, as faſt as I could; 


but you think ſo much before me, that you will let me 
think nothing. 

Dor. Tis the very thing that I defign'd: I have 
foreſtall'd all your Arguments, and left you without a 
Word more, to plead for Mercy. If you have any 
thing farther to offer, &'er Sentence paſs Poor Ani- 
mal ! I brought you hither only for my Diverſion. 

Pal. That you may have, if you'll make uſe of me 
the right way ; but I tell thee, Woman, I'm now paſt 
talking. 

Dor. But it may be, I came hither to hear what 
fine things you could ſay for your ſelf. 

Pal. You would be very angry, to my Knowledge, 

if I ſhould loſe ſo much time to {ay many of 'em; and 

by this Hand you would 

Dor. Fie Palamede, I am a Woman of Honour. 

Pal. J ſee you are; you have kept touch * 
| Eg” 
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ion, and before we parts you ſhall find that I 
am a Man of Honour—yet I have one Scruple of Con- 
ſcience —— 

Dor. I warrant you will not want ſome naughty 

ment or other to ſatisfy your ſelf——[ hope you 
are afraid of betraying your Friend ? 

Pal. Of betraying my Friend ! I am more afraid of 
being betray'd by you to my Friend. You Women 
now are got into the way of telling firſt your ſelves : 
A Man who has any care of his Reputation will be 
loth to truſt it with you. 

Dor. O, you charge your Faults upon our Sex : 
You Men are like Cocks, you never make Love, but 
you clap your Wings, and crow when you have done. 

Pal. Nay, rather you Women are like Hens ; you 
never lay, but you cackle an Hour after, to diſcover 
your Neſt but I'll venture it for once. 

Dor. To convince you that you are in the wrong, 
Il retire into the dark Grotto, to my Devotion, and 
make ſo little Noiſe that it ſhall be impoſſible for you 
to find me. 

Pal. But if I do find ou 


Dar. Ay, if you do find me— [She runs in, and he 
after her, 


Enter Rhodophil and Melantha. 


Mel. Let me die, but this Solitude, and that Grotto 
are ſcandalous ; I'll go no farther: Beſides, you have 
a ſweet Lady of your own. 

Rho. But a ſweet Miſtreſs, now and then, makes 
my ſweet Lady ſo much more ſweet. 

Mel. IJ hope you will not force me? 

Rho. But | will if you deſire it. 

Pal. (within) Where the Devil are you, Madam ? 
S'death | begin to be weary of this Hide and Seek: if 
you ſtay a little longer, till the Fit's over, I'!l hide in 
my turn, and put you to the finding of me. [He enters, 


and ſors Rho. and Mel. 
How, Rhodophil and my Mikſtreſs ! 


Mel. My Servant to apprehend me! This is Supre- 
nant au dernier. 
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Rho. I muſt on, there's nothing but Impudence can 
help me out. 

Pal. Rhodophil, how came you hither in ſo good 
9 ? 

Rho. As you ſee, Palamed: ; an effect of pure Friend- 
ſhip ; I was not able to live without you. 

Pal. But what makes my Rliſtreſs with you? 

Rho. Why, I heard you were here alone, and could 
not in Civility but bring her to you. 

Mel. You'll pardon the Effects of a Paſſion, which I 
may now avow for you, if it traniported me beyond the 
Rules of bien Seance. 

Pal. But who told you I was here? They that to!d 
you that, may tell you more, for ought I know. 

Rho. O, for that matter, we had ntelligence. 

Pal. But let me tell you, we came hither ſo privately, 
that you could not trace us. 

Rho. Us! What us? You are alone. 

Pal. Us! the Devil's in me for miſtaking. Me, I 
meant: Or Us; that is, You are Me, or I You, as 
we are Friends, that's Us. 

Dor. Palamede, Palameds: ! [Vtbin. 

Rho. I ſhould know that Voice : Who's within there, 
that calls you ? 

Pal. Faith, I can't imagine; I believe that place is 
haunted. 

Dor. Palamede, Palamede [Mithin 

Rho. Lord, lord, what ſhall I do ? Well, dear Friend, 
to let you ſee I fcorn to be jealous, and that I dare 
truſt my Miſtreſs with you, take her back, for I would 
not willingly have her frighted ; and I am. reſolv'd to 
fee who's there? Þ'il not be daunted with a Bug bear, 
that's certain, prithee diſpute it not, it ſhall be ſo; 
nay, do not put me to ſwear, but go quickly ; there's 
an Effect of pure Friendſhip for you now. 

Enter Doralice, and hb amuz'd, ſceing them. 
Rho. Doralice I am 'Thunder-itruck to fee you here. 
Pal. So am I, quite Thunder-ſtruck; was it you 

that call'd me within? (I mutt be Impudent.) 

Rho. How came you hither, Spoule ! ; 

Pal. Ay, how came you hither? And, which $ 
more, how could you be here without my Krovicege ? 
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Der. (To her Huſband.) O, Gentleman, have I caught 
ou i'faith ? Have I broke forth in ambuſh upon you? 
| thought my Suſpicions would prove true. | 

Rho. Suſpicions! This is very fine, Spouſe. Pri- 
thee what Suſpicions? 

Der. O, you feign Ignorance: why of you and Me- 
lantha ; here have I ftaid theſe two hours, waiting 
with all the Rage of a paſſionate loving Wife, but in- 
fnitely jealous, to take you two together ; for hither 
was certain you would come. 

Rho. But you are miſtaken, Spouſe, in the occaſion ; 
for we came hither on purpoſe to find Palamede, on In- 
telligence he was gone before. 

Pal. I''l be hang'd then, if the fame Party, who 
gave you Intelligence I was here, did not tell your Wife 
you would come hither: Now I ſmell the Malice out 
on both ſides. 

Der. Was it fo, think you? Nay then, I'll confeſs 
my part of the Malice too. As ſoon as ever I ipy'd my 
Husband and Me/antha come together, I had a ſtrange 
Temptation to make him jealous in Revenge ; and 
that made me call Palamede, Palamede, as though 
there had been an Intrigue between us. 

Mel. Nay, I vow there was an Appearance of an 
Intrigue between us too. 

Pal. To ſee how things will come about. 

Rho. And was it only thus, my dear Doralice ? ¶ Eu- 

braces. 

Dor. And did I wrong n'own Rhodephil, with a falſe 
er [ Embracing him. 

al. (Afide) Now I am confident we had all four 
the ſame efign : *Tis a pretty odd kind of Game this, 
where each of us plays for double Stakes: This is juſt 
Thruſt and Parry with the ſame Motion ; I am to get 
his Wife, and yet to guard my own Miſtreſs. But I 
am vilely ſuſpicious, that, while I conquer in the 
aght Wing, I ſhall be routed in the left: For both our 
omen will certainly betray their Party, becauſe they 
we each of them for gaining two, as well as we; and 
I much fear, Z, their Neceſſities and ours were knonwn, 
hey have more need of two, than wwe of one. 
[Exeunt, embracing one another. 
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Enter Meliſſa, after her Olinda and Sabina. 


Mel. I muſt take this Buſineſs up in time: this wild 
Fellow begins to haunt my Houſe again. Well, II 
be bold to fay, tis as eaſy to bring up a young Lion, 
without Miſchief, as a Maidenhead of hfteen, to make it 
tame for a Huſband's Bed: Not but that the young 

Man is handſome, rich, and young; and I cou'd be 
content he ſhould marry one of them : But to ſeduce 
em both in this manner Well, I'll examine them 
apart; and if I can find out which he loves, I'll offer 
him his choice — O, come hither, Child. 

Olin. Your Pleaſure, Madam ? , 

Mel. Nothing but your Good, Olinda. What think 
you of Celadon ? a | 

Olin, Why, I think he's a very mad Fellow; bat 
yet I have ſome Obligements to him: He teaches me 
new Airs on the Guiterre, and talks wildly to me, 
and I to him. 

Mel. But tell me in earneſt, do you think he loves 
you ? 

Olin. Can you doubt it? there were never two ſo cut 
out for one another ; we both love Singing, Dancing, 
Treats and Muſick, In ſhort, we are each other: 
Counter-part. 

Mel. But does he love you ſeriouſly ? 

Olin. Seriouſly! I know not that; if he did, per- 
bags I ſhould not love him: But we fit and talk, 
and we wrangle and are Friends: When we are toge- 
ther we never hold our tongues, and then we have al- 
ways a Noiſe of Fiddles at our Heels; he hunts me mer- 
rily as the Hound does the Hare: and either this 18 
Love, or I know it not. | 

Mel. Well, go back, and call Sabina to me. [Olinda 
goes behind.) This is a Riddle paſt my finding out: 
whether he loves her or no is the Queſtion; but 
this I am ſure of, ſhe loves him. —O my little Fa- 
vourite, I mult aſk you a Queſtion concerning Cela- 
&n: Is he in love with you? 

Sab. I think indeed he does not hate me, at leaſt if 
a Man's word may be taken for it. 
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Mel. But what Expreſſions has he made you? 

Sab. Truly the Man has done his part; he has ſpo- 
ken civilly to me, and I was not fo young but I under- 

him. 

Mel. And you could be content to marry him ? 

ab. I have ſworn never to marry ; beſides, he's a 
wild young Man : yet to obey you, Mother, I would be 
content to be ſacriſic'd. 

Mel. No, no, we wou'd but lead you to the Altar. 

Fab. Not to put off the Gentleman neither; for if I 
have him not, I am reſolv'd to die a Maid, that's once 


Mel. Both my Daughters are in love with him, and 
| cannot yet find he loves either of them. 

Olin. Mother, Mather, yonder's Ce/adon in the 
Walks. 

Mel. Peace, Wanton, you had beſt ring the Bells for 
ſoy. Well, Pll not meet him, becauſe I know not 
which to offer him, yet he ſeems to like the youngeſt 
beſt, I'll give him opportunity with her. Olinda, do 
you make haſte after me. 

Olin, This is ſomething hard though. 
| [Exit Meliſſa. 
Enter Celadon. 


Cel. You ſee, Ladies, the leaſt Breath of yours brings 
me to you: I have been ſeeking you at your Lodgings, 
and from thence came hither after you. 

Sab. Tis well you found us. 

Cel. I found you ! Half this Brightneſs betwixt you 
two, was enough to have lighted me; I could never 
miſs my way: Here's fair Olinda has Beauty enough 
for one Family? ſuch a Voice, ſuch a Wit, bo noble a 
Stature, ſo white a Skin. 

Olin. I thought he would be particular at * 

Cel. And young Sabina, ſo ſweet an 234 ; 
fuch a Roſe-bud newly blown. This is my goodly 
Palace of Love, and that my little with-drawin Room. 
— 4 word, Madam To Sab. 
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Olin. I like not this [ Hide. ] Sir, if you are no 
too buſy with my Siſter ] wou'd ſpeak with you. 

Cel. I come Madam 

Sab. Time enough, Sir; pray finiſh your Diſcourſe 
And as you were a ſaying, Sir 

Olin. Sweet, Siro— 

. Siiter, you forget my Mother bid you make 
e. 

Olin. Well, go you and tell her I am coming 

Sab. I can never endure to be the Meſſenger of ill 
News; but if you pleaſe, I'll ſend her word you won't 
come. 

Olin. Minion, Minion, remember this 

5 [ Exit Olinda, 

Sab. She's horribly in love with you. 

Cel. Lord, who could love that walking Steeple ! ſhe's 
high, that every time ſhe ſings to me, I am looking 
up for the Bell that tolls to Church——Ha! give me 
my little fifth Rate that lies ſo ſnug—She, hang her 
a Dutch- built bottom; ſhe's ſo tall there's no board- 
ing her. But we loſe time Madam let me 
ſeal my Love upon your Mouth. 2 and 
ſweet, by Heaven ! ſure you wear Roſe-Leaves be- 
tween your Lips. 

Sab. Lord, Lord, what's the matter with me! My 
Breath grows ſo ſhort I can ſcarce f to you. 

Cel. No matter, give me thy Lips again, and Pl 
ſpeak for thee. 

Sab. You don't love me 

Cel. I warrant thee ; fit down by me, and kiſs again 
——She warms faiter than Pigmalion's Image. ( Afide.] 

Kiſs. I marry, Sir, this was fe original 

C ſe of Lips ; talking, eating, and drinking, came in 

the by 
"$a. Nay, pray be civil, will you be at quiet? 

Cel. What would you have me fit ſtill and look upon 
you like a little puppy Dog, that's taught to beg with 
his Fore-Leg up? 


Enter Florimel. 


Flor. Celadin the faithful! in good time, * 
el. 
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Cel. In very good, Florimel; for Heaven's ſake help 


me quickly. 


Flor. What's the matter ? 

Dor. Do you not ſee here's a poor Gentlewoman in 
18 oon! (5woon away !) I have been rubbing her this 
half Hour, and cannot bring her to her Senſes. 

Flr. Alas! how came ſhe fo ? 

Cel. O barbarous, do you ſtay to aſk Queſtions, run 
for Charity. | 

Flor. Help, help, alas poor Lady —— [Exit Flor. 

Sab. Is ſhe gone? 

Cel. Thanks to my Wit that help'd me at a Pinch: 
[thank Heaven, I never pump'd for a Lye in my Life 


yet. 
Sab. I am afraid you love her, Celadan 


Cel. Only as a civil Acquaintance, or ſo: But how- 
ever, to avoid Slander, you had belt be gone betore 
ſhe comes again. 

Sab. I can find a Tongue as well as ſhe 

Cel. Ay, but the Truth is, I'm a kind of a ſcanda- 
lous Perſon, and for you to be ſeen in my Company 
Stay in the Walks, by this Kiſs I'll be with 
you preſen: ly. [ Exit. Sab 


Enter Florimel running. 


Flr. Help, help, I can find no body. 

Cel. Tis needlets now, my Dear, ſhe's recovered 
and gone off, but {o wan and weakly —— 

Fir. Umh! what was yeur Buſineſs here, Celadon ? 

Cel. Charity, Charity, chriſtian Charity; you ſaw 
| was labouring for Life with her. 

Flor. But how came you hither? Not that I care— 
But, but only to be fatisfy'd. [ Sings. 

Cel. You are jealous, in my Conſcience. 

Flr. Who, I jealous ! then 1 wilk this Sigh may be 
the laſt that ever I may draw. [Sighs. 

Cel. But why do you ſigh then? 

Flor. Nothing but a Cold, 1 cannot fetch my Breath 
| vell——But what will you ſay, if I wrote the Letter 
yon had to try your Faith ? 

Cel. Hey-day ! this is juſt the Devil and the Sinner ; 

you 
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you lay Snares for me, and then puniſh me for being 


taken ; here's trying a Man's Faith indeed : What, do 
ou think I had the Faith of a Stock, or of a Stone? 

ay, and you go to tantalize a Man——— Gad, 1 
love upon the Square, I can endure no Tricks to be 
uſed to me. [Olinda and Sabina ar the Door peeping, 

Olin. Sab. Celadon, Celadon ! 

Flr. What Voices are thoſe ? 

Cel. Some Comrades of mine that cal! me to play 
Pox on 'em, they'll ſpoil all 22 

Flor. Pray let's ſee em. 

Cel. Hang 'em, Tatter-de-malions, they are not 
worth your fight: Pray Gentlemen be gone, Il be 
with you immediately. 

Sab. No, we'll ſtay here for you. 

Flor. Do your Gentlemen ſpeak with treble Voices, 
I'm reſolv'd to ſee what Company you keep. 

Cel. Nay, good my Dear ——[ He lays hold of 
her to pull her back, ſhe lays hold of Olinda, by 
whom Sabina holds; fo that he pulitng, they all 
tome in. | 

Flor. Are theſe your Comrades ? (Sings) Tr, Ste- 
phon calls, what would my Love? Why do you not 
roar out like a great Baſs- Viol, Came follow ta the Myr- 
tle Grove—Pray, Sir, which of theſe fair Ladies is it, 
for whom you were to do the Courteſy ; for itwere un- 
conſcionable to leave you to em both. What, a Man's 
but a Man, you know. 

Olin. T he Gentleman may find an Owner. 

Sab. Though not of you. 

Flor. Pray agree whoſe the loit Sheep is, and take 
him. 

Cel. 'Slife they'll cry me anon, and tell my Marks. 

Sab. Can Fleſh and Blood endure this? 

Fler. How now, my Amazon in decimo ſoxto ? 

Sab. Come away, Siſter, we ſhall be jeer'd to death 
elſe. . | [ Exeunt Olinda and Sabina. 

Flor. What do you look that way for? You cant 
forbear leering after the forbidden Fruit—But when 
e'erl take a Wencher's Word again — 


Cel. A Wencher's Word; why ſhould you ſpeak ſo 
con- 


o 
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contemptibly of the better half of Mankind? I'II land 
for the Honour of my Vocation. | 

Flor. You are in no fault, I warrant—— 

Cel. Not to give a fair Lady the Lye, I am in fault; 
but otherwiſe— Come let us be Friends, and let me 
wait upon you to your Lodgings. 

Flor. This Impudence ſhall not ſave you from my 
Table-book. [tem, A Month more for this Fault 

Cel. Pſhah! Pſhah ! Youſhall ſee I will fo be labour 


| you with Conſtancy, and Flames, and Darts, and blank 


Verſe, and ſoft Things, and all that, that before I part 
with you, I will reduce that unmerciful long Scroll in 
your Table-book, to within two Seconds of the criti- 
cal Minute. 

Flor. Say you ſo, Sir? I have a good mind to put 
you to a Proof of your Gallantry—W hat would you 
lay if I ſhould make you an Aſſignation at the Maſque- 


rade to-night ? But by the way, I have a mind to play 


deep there, and for fear | ſhould baulk my Fortune for 
want of a good Sum, you ſhall lend me two or three 
hundred Piſtoles. 

Cel. Ah! dear Madam, this is the leaſt Proof you 
could have made ot me. I have juſt that Sum in my 
ſtrong Box, and the Minute you meet me at the Mat- 
querade, theyare potitively at your fervice— I'll bring 
em my ſelft— But how ſhall I know you? 

Flor. O! I'll ſhew you my Face—But you promiie 
not to mention the word Love to any Woman before 
| come. 

Cel. Fie, fie, doubt my Conſtancy! you might az 
well ſuſpect my Honour. 

Flr. Well, remember then I depend upon both— 
Adieu, I am in haſte. 

Cel. One Minute will break no Squares, I'll warrans 
you. 
Flor. No, no, no more, I ſhall give you a Surfeit of 
my Company 


Cel. A Surfeit! why you have but tantalized me all 
this while. 


Flor. What wou'd you have ? | 
Cel. An Hand, a I.ip, or any Thing that you can 


{pare ; 


1 
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ſpare; when you have conjur'd up a Spirit, you muſt 
give him ſome Employment, or he'll tear you to 
pieces. 

Flor. Well, well, becauſe I won't diſcourage your 
Conſtancy— there, there's a Lock of my Hair tet in 
Diamonds to help your Contemplation— Now not one 
word or ſtep farther, but take your leave in dumb ſhew, 
and be gone. | 

Cel. Oh! [ Boxing, and affeAing a Sigh, 

F/zr. Oh Impertinent ! 

Sa have I ſeen in Tragict Scenes, a Lever, 

With dying Eyes his parting Pains diſcover, 

while the foft Nymph looks back to view him far, 

And ſpeaks her Anguiſh with her Handkercher : 

Again they turn, ſtill agling as before, 

Till each gets backward to the diſtant Dior: 

Then, when the laſt, laſt Look their Grief betrau, 

The Act is ended, and the Muſick plays. : 
[Exeunt, mimicking this. 


The End of the Third Ac. 


-" >. 


— 


ü — | 2 
— 
Sy 


| \ by 9 
AC-T -IV:; 
Enter Palamede, Rhodophil, i= Maſnecrade, with 


Flambeaux before them. 


Pal. HIS Maſquerading, Rhodophil, is a moſt 
glorious Invention. 

Rho. I believe it was invented firſt by ſome jealous 
Lover, to diſcover the Haunts of his jilting Miſtrels, 
or by ſome diſtreſſed Servant, to get an Opportunity 
with another Man's Wife. | 

Pal. No, no, it mult be the Invention of a Woman, 
there's ſo much Subtlety and Love in it. 

Rho. Let the Invention be whoſe it will, I'm ſure 
tis extremely pleaiant ; tor to go unknown is the = 
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* to going inviſible. [ Eater Beliza.] B. lixa, 
hat 


ma kes you here ? 

Bel. Sir, my Lady ſent me after you, to let you 
know ſhe finds her ſelf a little indiſpos'd, ſo that ſhe 
cannot be at Court, but is retired to reſt in her own A- 

nt, where ſhe ſhall want the Happineſs of your 
dear Embraces to-night. 

Rho. A very fine Phraſe, Beliza, to let me know 
my Wife deſires to lie alone. 

Pal. I doubt, Rhodephil, you take the pains to in- 
truſt your Wife's Women in theſe Elegancies. 

Rho. Tell my dear Lady, that fince I muſt be fo 
unhappy, as not to wait on her wo I will lament 
bitterly for her Abſence: *'T'is true, I ſhall ſtay a little 
here at Court to-night, but without her I ſhall take no 
Divertiſement. 

Bel. | ſhall do your Commands, Sir. [ Exit Beliza; 

Rho. She's ſick as aptly for my purpole, as if ſhe 
had contriv'd it fo. 

Pal. Sick! And lies alone! Then it's poſſible ſhe 
may have contriv'd it for my purpoſe. Mum! 

Rho. Well! It ever Woman was a Help-meet for 
a Man, my Spouſe is ſo; for within this Hour I re- 
cer d a Note from Melantha, that ſhe wou'd be here 
in Maſquerade in Boy's Habit, to rejoice with me be- 
fore ſhe enter d into Fetters, for I find ſhe loves me 
better than Palamede, only becauſe he's to. be her 
Huſband : There's ſomething of Antipathy in the 
Word Xarriage to the very Nature of Love: Marriage 
5 the meer Ladle of Affection, that cools it, when tis 
never ſo fiercely boiling over. 

Pal. Dear Rhadophil, I muſt beg your pardon, 
there's an occaſion fall'n out, which I had forgot: I 
can't be at the Maſquerade to-night. 

Rhe. Dear Palameide, I am furry we ſha'n't have 
me Courie together at the Herd ; but 1 find your 
Game lies üngle Good fortune to you with your Mil- 

. [ Exit, 

Pal. So, he has wiſh'd me good Fortune with his 
Wife, there's no fin in this then. Here's fair leave 
ger. Well, I mutt go viſit the Sick: 1 cannot re- 
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fiſt the Temptations of my Charity. O what a gif. 
Ference will the find betwixt a dull reſty Huſband, ang 
the free Spirit of a Lover! He ſets out like a Carrier; 
Horſe, plodding on, becauſe he knows he muſt, with 
the Bells of Matrimony chiming ſo melancholy about 
his Neck, in pain till he's at his Journey's-end, and 
deſpairing to get thither. [ Claſhing of Swwords.] Hark 
what Nolte is that? Swords! nay then have with you 

[Exi, 


Re-enter Pal. with Rhodophil, and Doralice in Man' 
Habit. 


Rho. Friend, your relief was very timely, otherwiſe 
I had been oppreſs'd. 

Pal. What was the Quarrel ? 

Rho. What I did, was in eſcue of this Youth. 

Pal. What Cauſe could he give em? | 

Dor. The common Cauſe of fighting in Maſque- 
rade; they were drunk, and I was ſober. 

Rho. Have not they hurt you? 

Dor. No, but I'm exceeding ill with the Fright 
on't. | 

Pal. Let's lead him to ſome place, where he may 
refreſh himſelf. 

Rho. Do you conduct him then. 

Pal. How croſs this happens to my Deſign of 
going to Doralice tor I'm confident ſhe was ſick on 
purpole that I ſhou'd viſit her. Hark you, Rhodephil, 
cou'd not you take care of this Stripling? I am partly 
engag'd to-night. 

Rho. You know I have Buſineſs ; but come, Youth, 
it it mult be ſo 

Dor. No, good Sir, don't give your ſelf that 
trouble; I ſhall be ſafer, and better pleas'd with your 
Friend here. 

Rho. Farewel then, once more I wiſh you a good 
Adventure. 

Pal. Damn this Kindneſs, now muſt I be troubled 
with this young Rogue, and miſs my opportunity with 
Doralice. [Exit Rho. alone, Pal. with _ 
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The Scene chens to the Maſquerade ; Company of all ſorts, 
and ſome at play. Celadon looking on. 


Cel. Let me fee, Il am to lend Florime! three hun- 
dred Piſtoles to-night ; and if ſhe had pref>'d me for 
three hundred and two, I mutt poſitively have bor- 
row'd a Couple to have made up the Sum: She was 
reſolv'd to leave me without a Crois in my Pocket, I 
find; wilely preſuming, that while I want Money for 
my Menu-plefieurs, I thall the oftner come to her for 
Conſolation : —Suppoſe now I ſhould baulk her De- 
ſign, and fairly venture one hundred of them to win 
a couple more to 'em——Stay—let me fee, I have 
the Box, and throw——A Don lets me ten Piſtoles, I 
nick him Ten more—l ſweep them too Now 


in all reaſon he is nettled, and ſets me Twenty. Um! 


day you ſo, my little Don, fays — Slap! I win them 
too. Now he kindles, and butters me with Forty) 
they are all my own. In fine, he is vehement, and 
bleeds on to Fourſcore, or an Hundred: And I, not 
willing to tempt Fortune, come away a moderate 
Winner of about two hundred Pijſtoles Ay! ay, 
exactly tne Sum I have occaſion for Ha ! 


Enter Flavia and Florimel in Maſquerade. 


I'gad, and here comes another thing ; I have always 
decaſion for a fine Woman, by Fupiter. 

Fhr. Do you think he won't know me ? 

Fla. Not if you keep your Deſign of paſſing for an 
African. 

Flor. Well, now I ſhall make a fair Tryal of him: 
For I have a ſtrange mind to know if his Conſcience 
will let him be as great a Rogue to Meliſa's Daugh- 
ters, as he has been to me. 

Fla. I never doubt his Conſcience for any thing 
See, he is making to the Bait already. 

Cel. If your Wit and Face, Madam, comes up to 
what the reſt of your Perion -promiles, there's one 
Heart gone aſtray, to my knowledge. 

Flor. Tis true, Sir, I have been flatter'd in my own 
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Country with the Reputation of a little Handſomeneſ. 
but how it will paſs in Sicily, is a Queſtion. 2 
Cel. Why, Madam, are not you of Sicily? 

Flor. No, Sir, of Morocco, I only came hither to lee 
ſome of my Relations, who are ſettled here, and turn d 
Chriſtians, ſince the Expulſion of my Countrymen the 
Moors. 

Cel. Are you then a Mahometan ? 

Flor. A Muſſulman, at your Service. | 

Cel. A Muſſulwoman, ſay you? I proteſt by your 
Voice [I ſhould have taken you for a certain Chriſtian 
Lady of my Acquaintance. 

Flor. It ſeems you are in love then; if ſo, Sir, I 
have done with you: Iwill be dangerous for a poor 
brown African to invade the Dominions of a Sicilian 
Complex1on. 

Cel. Pſhah! Some ſitt'e liking I might have, but 
that was only a Morning Dew, 'tis drawn up by the 
Sunſhine of your Beauty. I find your African Cupid 
is a much ſurer Archer, than ours of Europe Yet 
——wou'd I cou'd ſce you One Look would ſe- 
cure your Conqueſt: 

Flor. No, no, I'll reſerve my Face to gratify your 
imagination with— But in earneſt, do you love me? 

Cel. Ay, by Alba, do I moſt intolerably : You have 
Wit in abundance; by your Motion I ſee you dance to 
a Miracle; by your Voice, I'm ſure you ſing like an 
Angel; and if one were but to {ee your Face, I'll war- 
rant it looks like a Cherubim. 

Flor. But can you be conſtant upon occaſion ? 

Cel. Conſtant! Ay, by Mahomet. 

Flor. You ſwear like a Turk, Sir; but take heed, 
our Prophet is a ſevere Punither of Promiſe-breakers. 

Cel. Pſhah ! Madam, your Prophet is a Cavalier | 
warrant, I honour him for the handſome Proviſion be 
has made for us Lovers in the other World, as black 
Eyes, young Limbs, and freſh Miſtreſſes every day in 
the Weck. Ah! go thy ways, little Mahomet, I faith 
thou ſhalt always have my good Word, 


Flor. Hold, hold, Sir, we are a little too particular, 
all the Company are at play, you ſee; if you have r 


min 


ö 


— OO 


The COMICAL LOVERS. 53 


nind to venture your Money, I'll make one with you 
mmediatel In the mean time, when you have 
in idle Thought to throw away, beilow it on your Scr- 
rant Fatyma. 
Cel. This Lady Fahma pleaſes me molt infinitely. 
Fla. Falſe, or true, Madam ? 
Flor. Falſe, as Water; but by Fire, Air, an! Earth, 
Ful fit him for't. Have you the high Dice about you? 
Fla. | have em. 
Flor. By your leave, Sir, what's your Game:? 
Cel Raffle, Madam Come, ſet what you 
geaſe, tis no matter what I loſe; the greatelt Stake, 
ny Heart, is gone already. 

Flor. There. [She ſets, and he throw:, 

Cel. So, | have a good Chance, two Quater and a 
dice. 

Far. Two Sixes and a Trey wins it. 


[Sweeps the 


Money. 
Cel. Very well, Madam — Come, Ill try my For- 


une once again What have I here? two Sixes and a 


Quater Come, an hundred Piltoles more upon 
| that Throw. 
| Flr. I'm at you, Sir. Flavia, the high Dice. 


Fla. There. 
| Flr. Three Fives, I have won you Sir. 

Cel. Blood and Furies! it would never have vex'd 
ne to have loſt my Money to a Chriſtian, but to a Pa- 
gan! an Infidel ! — 

Ha. Come, come, Madam, e'en give over while you 
ue a Winner. 

Cel. I hope the Lady is not under the Curb of a Go- 
remneſs, Madam; you'll give her leave to do what the 
pleaſes with her own, ſure. 

Flor. Since you are fo brisk, Sir, come, there's 
your hundred Piſtoles again, cover em, and I am at 
you. 

Cel. Stay, Madam— I will cover you, tho' I'm 
trip'd for't, give me the Box—Herc—Ireſh Dice. 

lor. Vil throw with the old ones. 

Cel. There, Madam Jult in, faith! T'wo Fives 

ad an Ace. 
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Flor. Come on, Sir—T hree Fours—it's mine. 
| Cel. Umb!-—Loll! loll! de doll! What the Devil 
did I mean to play with this Brunet of Africk ? 
Fla. May the Lady have leave to go now, Sir ? 
Cel. If your Ladyſhip had never come hither, there 
wou'd have been no great Lois of your Company, 
Come, Madam, this Diamond Locket to twenty Pil. 


toles. 
Flor. Some Lady's Favour, I preſume ; I am loth 
to win it. 


Cel. Upon Honour, Madam, my own Hair, de- 
ſign'd only for an old Aunt that lives in the Country, 

Flor. Nay then, Sir, if it be your own, I won'tun- 
dervalue it There's thirty Piſtoles againſt it: Have- 
at-it — Two Sixes and a Five I ſtand fair 
for't. [He throat] "Vis mine, Sir. 

C:/. Conſume and grind the Souls of theſe Dice! 
Not one Stake in Five: The Devil—if ever I touch 
Box again. Ah, Plague of your Jett. [Flavia Hates 

the Bix at him, and goes out laughing with Flor. 
A pretty Figure I ſhall make to Florimet by and by— 
Now will 1 iteal into a Corner, and laugh at my ſelf 
moſt unmercifully: For my Condition is to ridiculous, 
that tis paſt curling. [ Exit. 


The Scene changes inta an Fating- Houſe, Bottles of 


Wine on the Table. Palamede, and Doralice in 
Man's Habit. 


Dor. Now cannot I find in my heart to diſcover 
my ſelf, though I long he ſhould know me. [ Afide. 

Pal. I tell thee, Boy, now | have ſeen thee ſafe, | 
mutt be gone: I have no leiſure to throw away on thy 
raw Converſation. Iam a Perion that underſtand bet- 
ter things, [— 

Dor. Were Ia Woman, Oh how you'd admire me 
Cry up every Word I ſaid, and ſcrue your Face into 2 
ſubmiſſive Smile. 

Pal. Ay, Boy, there's Dame Nature in the Cale: 
He who cannot find Wit ina Mliſtrets, deſerves to find 
nothing elſe, Boy. But theſe are Riddles to thee, 
Child, and I have nct leiſure to inſtruct thee z 1 1 8 
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Affairs to diſpatch, great Affairs, I am a Man of Bu- 
nels. 

Dor. Come, you ſhall not go; you have no Affair 

but what you may diſpatch here, to my knowledge. 

Pal. | now find thou art a Boy of more Underitand- 
ing than | thought thee; a very lewd wicked Boy. 

Dor. You are miſtaken, Sir, I would on'y have you 
new me a more lawtul Reaſon why you would leave 
me, than | can why you ſhould not, and lil not ſlay 
you ; for I am notio young but I underſland the pret- 
ing Occaſions of Mankind as well as you. 

Pal. A very forward and underitanding Boy ! Thou 
art in great danger of a Page's Wit, to be brick ar 
Fourteen and dull at Twenty. But I'll give thee no 
farther Account, I mult and will yo, 

Dor. My life on't, your Mittrets is not at home. 
Pal. This Imp will make me very angry. I tell 


thee, young Sir, the's a: home, and at home for me; 


and, which is more, ſhe is a-bed tor me, and fick tor 
me. 
Dor. For you only ? 

Pal. Ay, for me only. 

Dor. But how do you know ſhe's ſick a- bed? 

Pal. She ſent her Husband word ſo. 

Dor. And are you ſuch a Novice in Love, to believe 
a Wife's Meſſage to her Husband ? 

Fr Why, what the Devil ſhou'd be her Meaning 
elle ? 

Dor. It may be, to go in Maſquerade as well as you: 
to obſerve your Haunts, and keep you company wich- 
out your Knowledge. 

Pal. Nay, I'll truſt her for that; ſhe loves me too 
well to diſguite her ſelf from me. | 

Dor. If I were ſhe, I wou'd diſguiſe my ſelf on pur- 
= to try your Wit, and come to my vervant like a 

iddle, read me and take me. 

Pal. I cou'd know her in any ſhape ; my good Ge- 
nius would prompt me to find out a handiome Woman: 
There's ſomething in her that would attract me to her 
without my Knowledge. 
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Dor. Yet ſtill my Mind gives me, that you have met 
her diſguis'd to-night, and have not known her. 

Pal. This is the moſt pragmatical, conceited, little 
Fellow, he will needs underitand my Buſineſs better 
than my ſelf. I tell thee once more, thou doſt not 
know my Mittreſs. 

Dor. And I tell you once more, that I know her 
better than you do. 

Pal. The Boy is reſolv'd to have the laſt Word. I 
find I muſt go without a Reply. (Exit. 

Dor. Ah Miſchief, I have loſt him with my fooling, 
Palamede, Palamede, tis I, Doralice. ¶ He returns; 

plucks off her Peruke, and puts it on again,when 
he knows her. 

Pa, O Heavens! Is it you, Madam ? 

Dor. Now, where was your good Genius, that 
would prompt you to find me out ? 

Pal. Why, you ſee I was not deceiv'd ; you your 
elf were my good Genius. 


Enter Rhodophil, and Melantha iz Boy's Habit. Rho- 
dophil /ees Palamede A Doralice's Hand. 


Rho. Palamede! Again am I fallen into your Quar- 
ters? What! ingaging with a Boy ? 

Pal. J was jult chaltizing this young Villain; he 
was running away without paying his Share of the 
Reckoning. | 

N. Then l find I was decciv'd in him. 

Pal. Ves, you are deceiv'd in him: Tis the archeſt 
Rogue, if you did but know him. 


Mel. Good Rhodophil, let's go off A la derobbee, for 
fear I ſhould be diſcover'd. 


Rho. There's no retiring now, I warrant you for 


Diſcovery : Now have I the oddeſt Thought to enter- 


tain you before your Servant's Face, and he never the 
wiſer; 'twill be the prettieſt juggling Trick to cheat him 
when he looks upon us. 
Mel. This is the ſtrangeſt Caprice in you. ; 
Pal. (To Doralice) Thais Rh:dophil's the unluckielt 
Fellow to me! This is now the ſecond time ” * 
aur 
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harr'd the Dice, when we were juſt ready to have 


nick d him; but if ever I get the Box again 

Dor. Do you think he will know me? Am I like 
my ſelf ? | 

Pal. No more than a Picture in the Hangings. 

Dor. Nay, then he can never diſcover me, now the 
wrong ſide of the Arras is turn'd towards him. 

Pal. At leaſt, twill be ſome pleaſure to me to enjoy 
what Freedom I can, while he looks on; I will ſtorm 
the Out- works of Matrimony even before his Face. 

Rho. What Wine have you there, Palamede ? 

Pal. Old Chios, or the Rogue's damn'd that drew it. 

Rho. Come, to the moſt conitant of Miltreſfes; that I 


believe is yours, Palameade. 


Dar. Pray ſpare your Seconds; for my part, I am 
but a weak Brother 

Pal. Now to the trueſt of Turtles ; that 1s, vour 
Wife, Rodaphil, that lies ſick at home in the Bed of 
Honour. 

Rho. Now let's have one common Health, and fo 


are done. | 


Dor. Then, for once, I'!! begin*it. [Here's to him 
that has the faireſt Lady in Szzily in Natquerade to- 


night. 


Pal. This is ſuch an obliging Health, I'll ifs thee, 
dear Rogue, for thy Invention. (AK is ler. 
Rho. He who has this Lady, is a happy Man, 
without Diſpute. [Xi her.] I'm the molt 
concern'd in this, I am ſure. Hi. le 
Pal. Was it not well found out, R/odophi! ? 
M.. Ay, this was bien trou de, indeed. 
Dor. (To Melantha) I ſuppoſe | tha'l do vou a kind 
neſs, to inquire if you have been in Hane, Sir ? 
Me]. To do you ſervice, Sir. 
Dor. O, Monſieur, wotre valet bien Lambl:. | Salutins 
her 
Mel. Et votre eſelav, Manſicur, ii laut mon Cæ tr. [Re- 
Fitrk ing the Salute. 
Dor. 1 ſuppoſe, ſweet Sir, on are the Hope and 
Joy of ſome thriving Citizen. who has pinch'd himſelf 
u home, to bre:d Ju oad, where you have learn'd 
C 7 „ar 
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your Exerciſes, as it appears moſt awkardly, and are 
return'd, with the Addition of a new lac'd Coat, and a 
long Wig to your good old Father, who looks at you 
with his Mouth, while you ſpout French with your Max 
Monſieur. 

Pal. Let me kils thee again for that, dear Rogue. 

Mel. And you, I imagine, are my young Maſter, 
whom your Mother durſt not truſt upon Salt Water, 
but left you to be your own Tutor at Fourteen; to be 
very brisk and 2 to endeavour to be de- 
bauch'd e'er you had learnt the knack on't; to value 
your ſelf upon an Intrigue before you get it, and to 
make it the height of your Ambition to get a Player 
for your Miſtreſs. 

Rho. (Embracing Mel.) Ohdear young Bully, thou 
haſt tickl'd him with a Repartce, I'faith. 

Mel. You are one of thole that applaud our Country 
Plays, where Drums, and Trumpets, and Blood and 
Wounds are Wit. | 

Rho. Again, my Boy! Let me kiſs thee moſl abun- 
dantly. 

Der You are an Admirer of the dull French Poetry, 
which is ſo thin, that *tis the very Leaf-Gold of Wit. 
the very Wafers and whipp'd Cream of Senſe, for 
which a Man opens his Mouth, and gapes to ſwallow 
nothing: And to be an Admirer of ſuch profound Dull- 
neſs, one muſt be endow'd with a great Perfection of 
lmpudence and Ignorance. 

Pal. Let me embrace thee moſt vehemently. 

Mel. I'Il facrifice my Life for French Poetry, [Ai 

| | wancixg. 

Dor. I'll die upon the Spot for our Country Wit. 

Rho. (To Melantha) Hold, hold, young Mars. Pa- 

amede, draw back your Hero. 

Pal. Tis time; I ſhall be drawn in for a Second 
elſe, at the wrong Weapon. 

Mel. On, that I were a Man for thy ſake! 

Dor. Vou'll be a Man as foon as I ſhall. 


Enter a MN. Nerger to Rhodophil. 


Ale. Sir, the King has inſtant Buſineſs with you 


U. 
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[aw the Guard drawn up by your Lieutenant, before 
the Palace-Gate, ready to march. 

Rho. Tis ſomewhat ſudden ; ſay that I am coming. 
[Exit Mgſenger] Now, Palamede, what think you of 
this Sport? 'T his is ſome ſudden Tumult, will you a- 
long ? 

Pal. Yes, yes, I will go; but the Devil take me if 
wer I was leſs in Humour. Why, the Pox, could 
they not have {taid their Tumult till to morrow ? Then 
| kad done my Buſineſs, and been ready for 'em. 
Truth is, I had a little tranſitory Crime to have com- 
mitted firit; and lam the worit Man in the World at 
repenting, till a Sin be thoroughly done: But what ſhall 
we do with the two Boys ? 

Rho. Let em take a Lodging in the Houſe, till the 
Bulinels be over. 

Dor. What, lie with a Boy? For my part, I own 
it, I cannot endure to lie with a Boy. 

Pal. The more's my Sorrow, I cannot accommodate 
you with a better Bed fellow. 

Mel. Let me die, if I enter into a pair ol Sheets with 
lim that hates the French. [Exit. 

Dor. Piſh, take no care for us, but leave us in the 
Streets ; I warrant you, as late as it is, I'll find m 
Lodging as well as any drunken Bully of *em all. [ Ex. 

Rho. Til fight in mere revenge, and cwireak my Paſſion 

On all that ſpoil this hipeful Ai nation. | Aude. 

Pal. I'm ſure we fight in a good Quarrel. 

Rogues may pretend Religion and the Laws, 
But a kind Miſtreſs is the god old Cue. ¶ Excunt. 


The Scene changes again to the NMaſauer ade; Celadon 
looking on at the Gaming-Table. 


Cel. What Witchcratt made me put it into Fortunc's 
power to jilt me thus; not only to loſe my Noney, 
ut, in all probability, my Miitrets along with ut! Well! 
| foreſee what it will come to—ſhe'll quarrel with me 
won't, I ſuppole——ſo that I have nol g to do but to 
t a good Face upon the matter, and cen begin with 
ler fill Here ſhe comes, Faith, and Mrs, Nimble- 

C 6 Tongue, 
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Tongue, my evil Genius, along with her! 
come hither, (Whiſpers his Man.) ——that's .* 
Ja,. Lil endeavour, Sir. 


Enter Florimel and Flavia unmaſi” d. 


Flor. So, Sir! I'm as good as my Word you ſee. 

Cel. I am ſorry you came ſo late, Madam, for the 
Company's broke up you ſee. Am I to wait upon you 
home, or will you be fo kind to take a hard ging 
with me to-night? 

Flor. No, Sir, you ſhall have the Honour, if you 
pleaſe, to ſee me to my own Lodgings. 

Cel. No more Words then, but let's away to pre- 
vent diſcovery. 

Fla. Dear Sir! You are in mighty haſte to be rid of 
the Lady, methinks. | 

Cel. O fhe, Madam, but if the Lady ſhou'd want 
ſleep, you Know, 'twould ſpoil the Luftre of her Eyes 

to-morrow, and then Ten to One but ſhe loſes half a 
dozen Conquells by it. 

Flor. No, no, Sir, I am a peaceable Princeſs, and 
content with my own, I mean your Heart and Purſe: 
For the truth 1s, I have loſt my Money in Maſquerade 
to- night, and Iam come to claim your Promiſe ofſup- 
plying me. 

Cel. Madam, you make me entirely happy in your 
Commands; to-morrow Morning my Servant ſhall 
wait upon you with three hundred Piltoles. 

Flor. But I left my Company with Promiſe to return 
to play. 

Cel. Pſhah! Play upon Tick, and loſe the Indies, 
I' diſcharge it all to-morrow. 

Flor. No, no, to-night, if you'll oblige me. 

Cel. Jaſber, go and bring me three hundred Piltoles 
immediately. 

af. Sir (Staring.) 

740 Do you expollulate, FD Raſcal ? How he 
flares! Why you impudent Rogue, you have not been 
diverting your ſelf with the Infide of my ſtrong Box, 
have you? Ill be hang'd it this Villain has not loſt all 
ry Go'd at play: If you have, confeis it . 

Han? 
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r, Sirrah ; and then herhaps I'll pardon you: But if you 
offer to ſtand in a Lye, Dog, I'll have no mercy on you. 
Come, did you loſe it? 

af. Sir, 'tis not for me to diſpute with you——— 


As to the Gold, Sir—l confeis II 
Cel. O do you ſo, Sir? Do you hear me, Madam, 
he this impudent Rogue confeſſes he has loſt it. 
0! Flor. Ay, as ſure as e'er he had it, I dare ſwear for 
ng him : But commend me to you for a kind Maſter, that 
can let your Servant play off three hundred Piſtoles, 
ou without the leaſt Sign of Anger to him. 


Fla. Tis a ſign he has a greater Bank in ſtore upon 
e- occaſion. 

Cel. Well, Madam, I muſt confeſs, I have more by 
of | me than I will ſpeak of at this time: But till you have 
given me Satisfaction 


nt Flor. You Satisfaction, what for my being diſap- 

ez pointed of your Promiſe. 

fa Cel. Don't tell me of a Promiſe, Madam, my Pro- 
miſe was made upon a Suppoſition, that your Conduct 

nd would deſerve it; but fince I ice, Madam, how little 

e: regard you have to your Reputation and your Money, 

de and all that. Madam 

Pp 1 Flor. What do you mean ? 


Cel. Mean! What, you have done nothing to make 
ur a Man jealous, | warrant: Going out a Gaming in Maf- 
querade at unreaſonable Hours, and loſing your Money 
' at play is no fault with you, I ſuppoſe? What do I 
un mean? Have not you been Gaming, Madam, and ex- 
; | travagantly loſt your Money? Your Money, Madam, 

teh, Death ! that Loſs above all provokes me. 
| Fla. | believe you, becaule ſhe comes to you for more. 
Flor. Is this the mighty Quarrel then ? But ſuppoſe, 

les Sir, I am able to clear my ſeif. 

Cel. I won't ſuppoſe any ſuch thin, Madam, I know 
it all impoſſible, there's no Excule in Nature can be 


he found for it: I'll top my Ears if you but offer it. 

_-. | Flor. You'll hear me ſure. | 
ON, Cel. Todo this in the Beginning of an Amour, and | 
- | to a jealous Servant as l am: Had I all the Wealth of | 


3. Perx, 
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Peru, after ſuch an Extravagance, I would not part 


with a fingle Marevedis to you. 

Flor. To this I anſwer — 

Cel. Anſwer nothing at all. Madam, for it will but 
inflame the Quarrel between us: I muſt come to my 
ſelf by little and little, and when I am ready for Satis- 
faction, if you can think of any that's proper for an 
injur'd Lover to take, I'll then perhaps conſult my Ho- 
nour, whether I ſhall receive it or no. 

Flor. Pſhah ! Pſhah ! this Anger's all affected, a 
meer Pretence to ſham me off of the Promiſe you 
made. | 

Cel. Very fine! ſham you, Madam 

Flor. Sir, you'll find I know you at laſt. 

Cel. And you'll find, Madam, that I know you, 
and fo well too, that my poor Heart akes fort: 1 
knew by your ſtaying ſo long, you had loſt your Mo- 
ney ; and therefore J once had it in my Mind to go 
home to Bed without ſpeaking to you: But ſince J 
knew you'd certainly come to borrow more of me, I 
was reſolv'd to ſtay and 

Flor. And let me have it; that will be kind indeed. 


Cel. No, no, Madam, to reproach you, to declare 


my Grievances, which are great and many. 

Fla. What Money he may have about him, I can't 
tell, but I'm ſure he does not want for Impudence. 

Cel. And therefore 1 mult tell you, Madam 

Flor. I'll hear of nothing but the Money. 

Fla. Ay, ſtick to that, Madam. 

Cel. Do you think me a Perſon to be us'd fo ?— 

Flor. Look you, Sir, I won't quarrel with you 
Where's the Money ? 

Cel. By your Favour, Madam, we will quarrel. 

Flor. Money, Money. 

Cel. 1 am angry, and can hear ncthing. 

Flor. Money, Money, Money, Money. 

Cel. I thank my Stars, I never was ſo bar barouſly 
afed in all my Life. 

Flor. Then you are reſolv'd to ſtand it out, I ſee? 


Cel. Madam, I have Senſe enough to know when 
I'm affronted, 


Flor, 


BY 
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Flor. And intend to puſh this Quarrel to an Extre- 
mity ? 

Cel. I ſhall venture to carry it up to the Provocation, 
Madam. 

Fhr. Very well, Sir, and becauſe your Reſentment 
ſhan't want a freſh Occafion to ſupport it, know then 1 
have loſt no Money to-night, and only pretended that 
[ had, to make a Tryal of your Generoſity, (Toes & 
Purſe.) And now, Sir, I preſume the Quarrel lies a 
little of my Side, ſo that as ſoon as you pleaſe, Sir, 
that extraordinary Treaſure, your Heart, is again at 
your own diſpoſal. 

Cel. O, Madam ! the leaſt I can do in return, is to 
let go the ſlippery hold I had of your Ladyſhip's : And 
becauſe you ihan't ſay I keep any thing that belongs to 
— — take back your Picture and your Hand- 

rchief. 

Flor. I have nothing of yours to keep; therefore 
take back your liberal Promiſes, take em in Imagina- 
tion. 

Cel. Not to be behind-hand with you in Airs, Ma- 
dam Here I give you back your Locket of Diamonds 
Take you that in Imagination— 

Flor. No, Sir, I happen'd to have ſecur'd that in re- 
ality, ever ſince your Imagination loſt it to the Lady 
Fatyma. [ Shows the Locket. 

Cel. Oh! the Devil, if the Lady Fatyma be turn'd 
Chriſtian again, I am routed to all intents and pur- 

les. 

Flor. By Alba! and ſo you are, Sir: By Mahomet 
you are ; and to let you ſee I icorn to keep any of your 
Heathen-Offerings, there, there's your Money again ; 


take it back with your Oaths and Proteſtations, they're 


never the worſe for wearing, I aſſure you: Therefore 
take em ſpick and ſpan, as they are for the uſe of your 
new Seraglio. 

Fla. Now come away in Triumph, Madam, the 
Day's your own. 

Flor. Let him go firſt, I'll ſtay and keep the Honour 
of the Field. | | 


Ces. 
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Cel. I ſhall not part with that, Madam; I'll not 
retreat, if you ſtay till Midnight. 

Fla. So, ſo; here's like to be more Blows, I find: 
But L'Il &en leave 'em to fight out their Weapons by 
themſelves. [ Ajfde.] (Exit, 

[ Florimel and Celadon 2.7/4 carelefly by ane 
anther, humming a ſeveral June 

Cel. Well, to fee how ridiculous a thing Paſſion is! 
How like a Fool a Man looks, when he has quarrelld 
with the Woman he would give one of his Eyes to be 
reconcil'd to ? 

Flor. And a Lover that expects his Miſtreſs ſhould be 
reconcil'd to him without his making the firſt Motion, 
mult certainly have a ſtrong Proof of his Ignorance. 

Cel. Then (as I have often faid) for a Woman tolay 
ſnares for a Man, and puniſh him for being taken 
To have no regard to the Fratilties of Flun.an Nature. 
Well! Nav, fora Man to be inclin'd to as k her Par. 
don; and ſhe to be ſo unmerciful, as not by one ſingie 
Look, or Word, to encourage his Penitence. 

Flor. Well, if ever I engage with another Servant, 
J fancy I ſhall have more Wit, than to tempt him ina 
Diſguiſe again: For tis certainly as direct a Folly, as 
to throw a Fenice-G/a/s to the ground to try if it wou'd 
not break: And to part with him upon't, is ſuperla- 
tively ridiculous. 

Cel. Madam, if it were not to pleaſe ſome People: 
I don't tee any ſuch great Neceſſity of fome People's 
parting. 

Flor. I proteſt, I fancy ſome People often do it. only 
becauſe perhaps they imagine other People have a mind 
to 1. 

Cel. And ſuppoſe a Man were directly to ask ſome 
Women's Pardon, ten to one they'd have Stomach e- 
nous h to refule it. 

Fler. A modgelt Lover may be refus'd any thing: But 
there is a certain gracele . Aſſurance in ſome Nlen, that 
ſome rattle- brain d Women are ſtrangely bewitch'd to. 

Cel. Come ! come ! ſince it mult out then l do 
confels 


that I fancy ycu thiak that J have been 


in the wrong: Not bat at the ſame time you mult own, 
| that 
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that the worſt you can ſay of me is, that you could not 
put your ſelf into any Shape that I did not like you in. 
In ſhort, 


Tho' moſt of my Crime is, Te law'd you thrice over, 

Fram whence you this Uſe, and Advantage diſcow?ry, 

When jou re a new Miſtreſs, Pm as oft a freſh Lover. 
[Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT v. SCENE, the Walks. 


Enter Palamede, Stratton. Pal. auith a Letter in his 
Hand. 


Pal. & Bi I IS Evening, ſay'ſt thou? Will they be 
both here ? 

Stra. Yes, Sir; both my old Maſter, and your Mi- 
fireſs's Father: The old Gentlemen rid hard this Jour- 
ney ; they ſay it ſhall be the laſt time they will ſee the 
Town; and both of them are ſo pleas'd with this Mar- 
riage, which they have concluded for you, that I am 
afraid they will live ſome Years longer to trouble you 
with the Joy of it. 

Pal. But this is ſuch an unreaſonable thing, to im- 
pole upon me to be marry'd to-morrow ; "tis hurry ing 
a Man to Execution, without giving him time to lay 


dis Prayers. Go now and provide your Maſter's Locg- 


ings. 
Stra. Igo, Sir. [ Exit. 
Pal. It vexes me to the Heart, to leave all my De- 
ſigns with Doralice unfinith'd ; to have flown her ſo of- 
ten to a Mark, and {till to be bob'd at Retrieve: If 1 
had but once enjoy'd her 


F ater 
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Enter Doralice. 


Dor. Who's that you are ſo mad to enjoy, Palamed: ? 

Pal. You may eaſily imagine that, iweet Doralice. 

Dor. More eaſily than you think I can: I met juſt 
now with a certain Man, who came to you with Letters 
from a certain old Gentleman, yclep'd your Father ; 
whereby | am given to underitand, that to-morrow you 
are to take an Oath in the Church to be grave hence- 
forward, to go Ill-dreis'd and Slovenly, to get Heirs 
for your Eltate, and to dandle 'em for your Diverſion ; 
and in ſhort, that Love and Courtſhip are to be no 
more. 

Pal. Now have I ſo much Shame, to be thus ap- 

rehended in this manner, that I can neither ſpeak, nor 
ook upon you; I have abundance in me, that | find: 
But if you have any Spark of true Friendſhip in you, 
retire a little with me; and beſtow your Charity upon 
a poor dying Man. A little Comfort from a Miſtreſs, 
before a Man is going to give himſelf into Marriage, is 
as good as a luſty Dole of ſtrong Water to a dying Male- 
factor; it takes away the Senſe of Hanging from him. 

Dor. No, good Palamede, I muſt not be ſo injurious 
to your Bride: Tis ill drawing from the Bank to-day, 
when all your ready Money 15 payable to-morrow. 

Pal. A Wife is only to have the ripe Fruit that falls 
of it ſelf. 

Dor. But a Wife for the firſt Quarter is a Miſtreſs. 

Pal. But when the ſecond comes. 

Dor. When it does come, you are ſo given to Va- 
riety, that you would make a Wife of me in another 
Quarter. | 

Pal. No, never, except I were marry'd to you: 
Marry'd People can never oblige one another ; for all 
they do is Duty, and conſequently there can be no 
Thanks: But Love is more frank and generous, than 
he 1 honeſt; he's a liberal Giver, but a curſed Pay- 
Malter. 


Dor. I declare I will have no Gallant; but if 1 


Wou'd, he ſhould never be a marry'd Man: A marry'd 


Man 
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Man is but a Miſtreſs's half Servant; for a Lover that 
comes to me that ſmells o'th' Wife! S'life, I wou'd as 
ſoon wear her old Gown after her, as her Husband. 

Pal. Am I then to be diſcarded for ever? Pray do 
hut mark how terrible that Word ſounds. For ever! 
Oh Doralice. 

Dor. Come, come, Palamede, we have drawn off 
already as much of our Love as would run clear ; after 
Poſlefiing, the reſt is but Jealouſies, and Liſquiets, and 
Quarrelling and Piecing. 

Pal. Nay, after one great Quarrel, there's never 
any ſound Piecing ; the Love is apt to break in the 
ſame place again. 

Dor. I declare, I would never renew an old Love; 
that's like him, who trims an old Coach for ten Years 
together, w hen he might buy anew one cheaper. 

Pal. Well, Madam, I am convinc'd that 'tis beſt 
for us not to have gone any farther ; but Gad the ſtrong- 
eſt Reaſon is, becauſe I can't help it. 

Dor. The only way to keep us new to one another, 
is never to go any farther; as they keep Grapes, by 
hanging them upon a Line, they mult touch nothing 
if you would preſerve 'em freſh. 

Pal. But then they wither, and grow dry in the very 
keeping : However, I ſhall have a Warmth for you, 
and an Eagerneſs every time I fee you; and if I chance 
to out-live Melantha 

Dor. And if I chance to out live Rhodaphil—— 

Pal. Well, I'll cheriſh my Body as well as I can 
upon that hope. Tis true, I would not directly mur- 
der the Wife of my Boſom; but to kill her civilly, by 
the way of Kindneſs, I'll put as far as another Man: 
Jil begin to-morrow Night, and be very wrathful with 
her, that's re{olv'd on. 

Dor. Well, Palamede, here's my Hand, I'll venture 
do be your ſecond Wife, for all your threatnings. 

Pal. In the mean time l'll watch you hourly, as I 
would the ripeneſs of a Melon, and [ hope you'll give 
me leave, now and then, to look on you, and fee if 
you are not ready to be cut yet. 

Dur. No, no, that mutt not be, Palamede, for 2 
che 


* 


68 TheComMmicaLl LOVERS. 


+ qe ſhould come and catch you taking up the 


Enter Rhodophil. 


Rho. |[ Ajide.) Billing ſo ſweetly, row I am confirm'd 
in my ſulpicions: I mult put an end to this, e'er it 
farther. [To Doralice.] Cry your Mercy, Spouſe, [ 
fear I have interrupted your Recreations. 

Dor. What Recreations ? 

Rho. Nay, no Excuſes, good Spouſe, I ſaw a fair 
Hand convey'd to Lip, and preſt, as though you had 
been ſqueezing ſoft Wax together for an Indenture. Pa- 
lamede, you and I muſt clear this Reckoning ; why 
wou'd you have ſeduc'd my Wife? 

Pal. Why wou'd you have debauch'd my Miſtreſs ? 

Rho. What do you think of that civil Couple, that 
play'd at a Game call'd Hide and ſeek, laſt Evening in 
the Grotto ? 

Pal. What do you think of that innocent Pair, who 
made it their Pretence to ſeek for others, but came in- 
deed to hide themſelves there ? 

Rho. All things conſider'd, I begin vehemently to 
ſuſpect, that the young Gentleman I found in your 
Company laſt Night, was a certain Youth of my Ac- 
quaintance. 

Pal. And I have an odd Imagination, that you ne- 
ver could have ſuſpected my ſmall Gallant, if your 
little villanous French Man had not been a falſe Brother. 

Rho. Farther Arguments are needleſs: draw off; J 
ſhall ſpeak to you now by the way of Bilbo. 

[Claps his Hand to his Sword. 

Pal. And I ſhall anſwer you by the way of Danger- 

field [Claps his Hand on hit. 


mad fighting Fools, to cut one another's Throats for 
nothing ? 

Pal. How for nothing? he courts the Woman I 
muſt marry. 

Rho. And he courts you, whom I have marry'd. 


Dor. But you can neither of you be jealous of what 


you love not. 


Rho. 


— 


Der. Hold, hold, are not you two a Couple of 
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Rho. Faith, I am jealous, and thut makes me partly 
ſuſpe& I love you better than I thought. | 

Dor. Piſh! a meer Jealouſy of Honour. 

Rho. Gad, I'm afraid there's ſomething elſe in't; 
'for Palamede has Wit: and if he loves you, there's 
ſomething more in you than I have found ; ſome rich 
Mine for ought I know, that I have not yet diſcover'd. 

Pal. Slife, what's this? here's an Argument for me 
to love Melantha; for he has lov'd her, and he has 
Wit too, and, for ought I know there may be a Mine 
in her too; but if there be, I am reſolv'd PII dig for't. 

Dor. [To Rhodophil.] Then I have found my Ac- 
count in raiſing your Jealouſy; O! 'tis the moſt deli- 
cate ſharp Sauce to a cloy'd Stomach ; it will give yon 
a new Edge, Rhodophil. 

Rho. And a new Point too, Doralice, if I cou'd be 
ſure thou art honeſt. 

Dor. If you are wiſe, believe me for your own ſake: 
Love and Religion have but one thing to truſt to 
that's a ſound Faith. Conſider, if I have play'd falſe, 
you can never find it out by any Experiment you can 
make upon me. 

Pal. Rhodophil, you know me too well, to imagine 
I ſpeak for fear ; and therefore, in conſideration of our 
pait Friendſhip, I will tell you, and bind it by all 
things holy, that Doralice is innocent. 

Roe. Friend, I believe you, and vow the ſame for 

our Melantha; but the Devil on't is, How ſhall we 

p 'em ſo? | 

Pal. What doſt thou think of a bleſſed Community 
betwixt us four, for the Solace of the Women, and the 
Relief of the Men ? Methinks it would be a pleaſant 
kind of Life; Wife and Huſband for the ſtanding Diſh, 
and Miſtreſs and Gallant for the Deſert. | 

Rho. Then, 1 think, Palamede, we had as good 
make a firm League, not to invade each other's Pro- 


Pal. Content, I ſay, from henceforth let all Acts of 
Hoſtility ceaſe betwixt us; and thatin the uſual Form 


of Treaties, as well by Sea as by Land, and in all freh 
aters. 
Der. 
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Dor. I will add one Proviſo, That whoſoever breaks 
the League, either with War abroad, or by Negled 
at home, both the Women ſhall revenge themſelves | lo 
by the help of the other Party. 

Rho. That's but reaſonable. Come away, Doralic, | nc 
T have a great Temptation to be ſealing Articles. dc 

Pal. Haſt thou ſo? Nay then, [ Claps him on the 
Shoulder] fall on Macduff. And curs'd be he that fir ye 
Cries, Hold, enough. (Exeurt, | bl 

m 
if 


Enter Florimel in Man's Hatkit. 


So! T'gad, I think I am a very pretty Fellow! 
*T'will be rare now to out-do this mad Celadon in all | 
his Tricks, and get both his Miſtreſſes from him; then 
I ſhall revenge myſelf upon all three, and fave my | k. 
own Stake into the bargain ; for I find I do love the | an 
Rogue in ſpight of all his Infidelities. Yonder they 
are, and this way they mutt come If Clothes, lol 
Noiſe, Nonſenſe, and a pert Air will carry them, | yo 
I puſh as fair for their Favours as the briſkeſt Beau : 


of cm all. 3 
Eater ts % Clien Oliids.” Scbins. | 

Olin. Never mite the matter fn 
Sab. You have left your Heart with Fl;rimel; we | in 
know it. La 


Cel. You know you wrong me; when I amwith | yo 
Flori meli is ſtill your Priſoner, it only draws a longer | 
Chain after it. iD 

Fir. Is it e'en fo! then farewel, poor Florimel. | yo 

di. |. 

Cel. Bat let's leave the Diſcourſe ; 'tis all Digreſſon | 
that does not ſpeak of your Beauties — 

Flor. Now for me in the Name of Impudence ö 
[IValks with them.] They are the greateſt Beauties, I | yo 
confeſs, that ever | beheld | 


( 

Cel. How now, what's the meaning of this young | tha 
Feliow ? 
Flor. And therefore I cannot wonder that this Gen- | wit 
tleman, who has the Honour to be known to you 


( 
ſhou'd admire you=——fince I that am a _—_ 4 
; e , 
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Cel. And a very impudent one, as I take it, Sir 
Flor. Am ſo extremely ſurpriz'd, that I admire, 
love, am wounded, and dying in a moment. 

Cel. I have ſeen him ſomewhere, but where I know 
not; prithee my Friend leave us, doſt thou think we 
do not know our Way in Court? 

Flor. I don't pretend to inſtru you in your way, for 
you ſee I do not go before you; but you cannot poſſi- 
bly deny me the Happineſs to wait upon theſe Ladies; 
me, who 


Cel. Thee, who ſhall be beaten moſt unmercifully, 
if thou doſt follow them. 


Flor. You will not draw ſo near Court, I hope? 


Cel. Pox on him, an impertinent Puppy, I don't 


know what to do with him: let's walk away faſter, 
and be rid of him 
Flor. O, take no care for me, Sir, you ſhall not 
loſe me; I'll rather mend my Pace, than not wait on 
———— 

Olin. I begin to like this Fellow 

Cel. You make very bold here in my Seraglio, and I 


| ſhall find a Time to tell you fo, Sir. 


Flor. When you find a Time to tell me on't, I ſhall 
ind a Time to anſwer you: but pray what do you find 
in yourſelf ſo extraordinary, that you ſhould ſerve theſe 
Ladies better than I; let me know what 'tis you value 
yourſelf upon, and let them judge betwixt us. 

Cel. I am ſomewhat more a Man than you. 

Flor. That is, you are ſo much older than I: do 


| you like a Man ever the better for his Age, Ladies? 


Sab. Well ſaid, young Gentleman. 

Cel. Piſh, thee ! a young raw Creature, thou haſt 
ne'er been under the Barber's Hands yet. 

Flor. No, nor under the Barber-Surgeon's yet, as 


you have been. 


Cel. Slife, what wouldſt thou be at? I am madder 

than thou art. 
Flor. The Devil you are: I'll tope with you,--I'll ſing 
with you,--P 11 dance with you,--I'll ſwagger with you. 
Cel. I'll fight with you. | 
Hor. Out upon fighting; tis grown ſo common a 
Faſhion 
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Faſhion, that a modiſh Man contemns it; a Man of 
Garniture and Feather is above the Diſpenſation of the 
Sword: What's your Opinion, Ladies ? 

Olin. O, Sir, no young Creature can endure 3 
Man that's quarrelſome. 

Sab. This is the rareſt Gentleman, I could live and 
die with him—— 

Olin. You and I are merry, and juſt of an Humour, 
Sir, therefore we two ſhould love one another. 

Sab. And you and I are juſt of an Age, Sir; and 
therefore, methinks, we ſhould not hate one anotl e 

Cel. Then I perceive, Ladies, I am a Caſt-away, 
a Reprobate with you: why faith this is hard Luck 
now, that I ſhoula be no leſs than one whole Hour in 
getting your AﬀeCtions, and muſt now loſe em in a 
quarter of it. 

Olin. No, matter, let him rail: does the loſs afflit 
you, Sir? 

Cel. No in faith does it not; for if you had not for- 
ſaken me, I had you; ſo the Willows may flouriſh, 
tor any Branches I ſhall rob them of. | 

Sab. However, we have the Advantage to have leſt 
you; not you us. 

Cel. That's only a certain Nimbleneſs in Nature 
you Women have, to be firſt inconſtant ; but if you had 
made the more haſte, the Wind was veering too upon 
my Weathercock ; the belt on't is, Florimel is worth 
both of you. 

Flor. * Vis like ſhe'll accept of their Leavings. 

Cel. She will accept on't, and ſhe ſhall accept on't; 
I think 1 know more of her Mind than you, Sir, 


Enter Meliſſa. 


IIe. Daughters, there's a poor Collation within that 
waits for you. | 
Flor. Will you walk, muſty Sir? 
Cel. No, merry Sir, I wo'not; I have ſurfeited of 
that old Woman's Face already. | 
Flor. Begin ſome Frolick then; what will you do 
for her? | 


Cel. 


| ir the ſake of a Peruke and Feather again 


I 
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Cd. Faith, I am no Dog, to ſhow Tricks for her; 
cannot come aloft for an old Woman. 
Flor. Dare you Kiſs her? I never was dar'd by any 


Man By your leave, old Madam Now, 
Sir, here's FlorimePs Health to you—— [X her. 

Mel. Away, Sir; a ſweet young Man as you are, to 
abuſe the Gift of Nature ſo. 

Cel. Good Mother, do not commend me ſo; I am 
Fleſh and Blood, and you do not know what you may 
pluck upon that reverend Perſon of yours. Come 
on, follow your Leader. 

Flor. Stand fair, Mother: 

Cel. What with your Hat on?-—Lie thou there— 

Far. And thou too—— [ He plucks off her Hat, and 

ſhe her Peruke, and diſcovers herſelf. 

Omnes. Flori mel! 

Flor. My kind Miſtreſſes, how ſorry I am, I can do 
you no further Service: I think I had beſt reſign you 
to Celadon, to make amends for me. 

Cel. Lord what a Misfortune it was that the Gentle. 
man could not hold forth to you. 

Olin. We have loſt Celadon too. 

Mel. Come away; this is paſt enduring. 

[ Exeunt Meliſſa and Olinda. 

Sab. Well! if ever I believe a Man to be a Man 


Flor. Come Celadon, ſhall we make Accounts even? 
Lord! What a hanging Look was there ; indeed if 
jou had been recreant to your Miſtreſs, or had for- 
worn your Love, that Sinner's Face had been but 
decent ; but for the vertuous, the innocent, the con- 
ant Celadon !— 

Cel. This is not very heroic in you now, to inſult 
Wer a Man in his Misfortunes ; but take heed, you 
tave robb'd me of my two Miſtreſſes ; and I ſhall 
= deſperately conſtant, and all the Tempeſt of my 

ve will fall upon your Head, I ſhall fo pay you. 

Flr. Who, you pay me? You are a Bankrupt, caſt 
*yond all poſſibility of recovery. | 

Cel. If I am a Bankrupt, I'll be a very honeſt one 

D when 
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when I cannot pay my Debts, at leaſt I'll gi 
the poſſeſſion of my Body. | N 


Flor. No, I'll deal better with you; 
unable to pay, I'll give in your Bond. 

Cel. Faith, that's ſo generouſly ſaid, that the leaſt | 
can do now, is to pay it off like a Man of Honour, beth 
Principal and Intereſt. 

Flr. How do you mean ? 

Cel. Why ſince I ſee nothing but ready Love wil 
ſatisfy you, I'Il een make up your Accounts, and mar- 
ry you. 

Flor. Which is as much as to ſay, if I'll forgive you 
the Debt, you'll pay me. 

Cel. Pſhah, ſhah, the Funds of this Conſtitution 
are better able to pay than you imagine Come, 
come, I'II put you into an handſome Penſion, make 
you my Wife, that is, ſole Teller of my Exchequer, 
and then you may pay your ſelf. 

Flor. Well, for Aſſurance 

Cel. Look you, Madam, no Airs, for by thoſe 
Breeches 

Flor. Which I, when ever I do marry, am re- 
ſolved to wear, till all the World calls me Florimel the 
Wilful. 


Enter Doralice, Rhodophil, Palamede and Flavia. 


Dor. Florimel. 
Flor. Nay, now I ſhall have no Mercy. 


ſince you an 


Pal. Dear Celadon, I give you Joy, for I perceiveby 


the Lady's Breeches you are marry'd. 
Flor. So, ſo, Flavia has given them all their Leſſons, 
Ifind. Remember this [ {fide to Flavia. 
Fla. Come, come, Madam, never mince the mat- 
ter, for to tell you the truth, I knew your Inclina- 
tions, and becauſe I was willing to give you a hand- 
ſome pretence to follow 'em too, I have brought down 
all your Friends upon you, to ſpeak a good Word 
for a poor modeſt Gentleman, that, I know, has nat 
122 enough to do it himſelf: And, now, Sir. 
uppoſe your Quarrel and mine's at an end — 
ppoſe your Qu (7s G 
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Cel. I am extremely oblig'd to your good Intentions, 
Madam, and if you pleaſe to add one more Favour to 
em, I ſhall confels my ſelf your humble Servant, as 
long as I live. 

Pa. To my poor Power, Sir, you may command 


"Cel. Only that you would be pleas'd, Madam, to uſe 

your Intereſt with the good Company, that they would 
e Flori mel never to be Friends with me. 

Flar. O, dear Sir, I grant that without your mak- 

ing any Intereſt for't; but pray how come you to be a- 

faid on't ? 

Cel. Becauſe I am ſure, as ſoon as ever you are, you'll 


me. 

Flr. Do you fear it ? 

Cel. No, 'twiil come with a Fear. 

Flor. If you think fo, I will not ſtick with you for 
an Oath. 

Cel. I require no Oath till we come to Church, and 
then, after the Prieſt, I hope ; for I find it will be my 
Deſtiny to marry thee. 

Flr. If ever I ſay a Word after the black Gentle. 
man for thee, Celadon 
Cel. Then I hope you'll give me leave to beſtow a 
faithful Heart elſewhere. 

Flor. Ay, but if you'll have one, you mull beſpeak 
tz for I am ſure you have none ready made. 

Rbo. What ſay you, Madam? Shall he marry 
Flavia ? | 

Flr. No, ſhe'll be too cunning for him. 

Dor. What ſay you to Olinda then? She's tall, and 
fir, and bonny. 

Flr. And fooliſh, and apiſh, and fickle. 

Pal. But Sabina's pretty, and loving, and young, 
and innocent. 

Flr. And dwarfiſh, and childiſh, and fond, and flip- 
pant; if he marries her Siſter, he will get Maypoles ; 
ud if he marries her, he will get Fairies to dance a- 
bout them. | 

Cel. Nay, then the caſe is clear, Flerimel ; if you 

D 2 take 


76 The Comicar Lovers. 


take em all from me, tis becauſe you reſerve me for 
yoar ſelf. | 

Flor. But this Marriage is ſuch a Bug-bear to me ; 
mach might be done if we could invent but any way to 
make it eaſy. . 

Ce/. Some foolih People have made it uneaſy, by 
drawing the Knot faiter than they need: But we that 
are wiſer, will looſen it a little. 

For. Tis true indeed, there's ſome Difference be- 
tweena Girdle and a Halter. 

Cel. As for the firit Year, according to the laudable 
Cuitom of new-marry'd People, we ſhall follow one a- 
nother up into Chambers, and down into Gardens, and 
think we ſhall never have enough of one another 
So far 'tis pleaſant enough, I hope. 

Flr. But after that, when we begin to live like 
Hausband and Wife, and never come near one another 
what then, Sir? 

Cel. Why then our only Happineſs mult be to have 
one Mind, and one Will, Fizr:imel. 

Flr, One Min4, if you pleaſe; but prithee let's 
have two Wills, for I find one will be little enough for 
me alone. Bat how if thole two Wills ſhould meet 
and claſh, Cz/aaon ? 

C.. I warrant thee for that, Husbands and Wives 
kerp their Wills far enough aſunder for ever meeting: 
One thing let's be ſure to agree on, that is, never to be 
1--a/0us. 

Fl. No; but een love one another as long as we 
can, and conſeſs the Truth when we can love no 
lurger. 

Cel. When I have been at play, you ſhall never ask 
me what Money I have loſt. 

Flor. When I have been abroad, you ſhall never en- 
quite who treated me. : 

Cel. Provided always, that whatever Liberties we 
take with other People, we continue very honeſt ta 
one another, : 

Flar. As far as will conſiſt with a pleaſant Life. _ 

Cel. Laſtly, whereas the Names of Huſband and Wife 
hold forth nothing, but Claſhing and Cloying, - 
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Nullneſs and Faintneſs in their Signification; they 
dall be aboliſh'd for ever betwixt us. 

Flr. And inſtead of thoſe, we'll be marry'd by the 
more agreeable Names of Miſtreſi and Gallant. 

Cel. None of my Privileges to be infring'd by thee, 
Fhrimel, under the Penalty of a Month's Faſting 

ights. 

2 None of my Privileges to be infring'd by thee, 
(:ladon, under the Penalty of Cuckoldom. 

Cel. Well, if it be my fortune to be made a Cuc- 
kold, I had rather thou ſhou'd'it make me one, than 
uy one in Sicily: And for my Comfort, I ſhall have 
thee oftner than any of thy Servants. 

Flr. La ye now, is not ſuch a Marriage as good 
3 Wenching, Celadon ? 

Cel. This is very good; but not ſo good, Flori mel. 

Omn. A Wedding ! A Wedding! 

Pal. So, ſo! Here's every body's Buſineſs done but 
nine. 

Rho. Here comes a ſmall Emiſſary, Palamede; and 
| fancy, in order to finiſh it. 


Enter Philotis haſtily. 


Pal. Ha! well, my Dear, what News? 

Phi. O, Sir, I am glad I have found you! 

Pal. What's the Matter ? 

Phi. My Lady has juſt now received a Letter from 
ber Father, with an abſolute Command to diſpoſe her 
elf to marry you to-morrow. | 

Pal. And ſhe takes it to death, I preſume. 

Phi. O, dear Sir, ſhe's under a greater Misfortune 
dan the Apprehenſion of being marry'd to ſo fine a 
Gentleman, 

Fal. O, dear Madam—but pray what is it? 

Phi. Why, Sir, ſhe is in ſo unconſolable a Concern 
for her being out of Favour with the Princeſs, that ſhe 
Proteſts, ſhe'll neither eat, drink, ſleep, nor marry, 
all ſhe has made her Peace with her. | 

_ 2 hard. | 

bi. Now, Sir, you muſt know, upon theſe extra- 
adinary Occaſions, ſhe * wake what ſhe is to 

3 do 
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do and ſay beforehand ; and in order to it, ſhe is jug 
coming into this part of the Walks; where, by her 
own Direction, Sir, I am to perſonate the Princeſs 
and to receive her with ali imaginable Coldneſs, while 
ſhe uſes all the Efforts of her French Airs and Phraſes 
to recommend herſelf into my good Graces. 

Pal. Very good; but what is my part all this while ? 

Phi. Why, Sir, if you'll deſire the good Company 
to retire a little - you ſhall bolt out upon her while ſhe 
is in the very Agony of her good Breeding, and worry 
her with her own Phrales, till you force her to lend a 
reaſonable Ear to your Addreſſes. 

Pal. Admirable! Rhodophil. 

Rho. We underſtand you—we'll be all ready at the 
next Corner to give you a lift upon occaſion. [ Exeunt 

all but Palamede and Philotis. 

Phi. You muſt be ſure to take no Repulſes, and [ 
warrant you do her buſineſs— Here is a Liſt of her 
Phraſes for the Day Fly her home with em, right or 
wrong, upon any occaſion: Foil her at her own Wea- 
pons ; for ſhe's like one of ne old Amazon, ſhe'll ne- 
ver marry, except it be a Man who has firſt conquer d 
Ker. 

Pal. Say you ſo? Faith, I'll lay her on to the beſtof 
my Aſſurance then: But you won't forget, 1 hope, to 
give me a Prompt upon occaſion. 

Phi. O, dear Sir, it you doubt my Memory, put 
fame Token upon my Finger to refreſh it—That 
Diamond would do admirably. 

Pal. There 'tis, and I ask your Pardon heartily for 
calling your Memory in queſtion. 

Phi. Here ſhe comes ; to your Poſt. [Pal. retires. 


Enter Melantha. 


Nel. O! are you there, Madam? Come, are you 
perfect in the Princeſs ? 

Phi. Yes, Madam, particularly in all the reſerv'd 
Airs vour Ladyſhip was pleas'd to ſhew me. 

Mel. Very well—move a little that way—ſo—nov 
vou are the Princeſs, and alone; and now is my time 


to introduce my ſelf, and make my court to you in m] 
new 
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new French Phraſes. Stay, let me read my Catalogue 
I iuite, Figure, chagrin, naidete, and Let me die, 
for the Parentheſis of all. 

Pal. ( Afide) Do, periecute the Princeſs in Imagi- 
nation, and I'll perlecute thee as fait in Eſſigy. 

Mel. Madam, the Princeſs! Let me die, but this is 
2 molt horrid Spectacle, to ſee a Perſon who makes ſo 

rand a Figure in the Court, without the Suite of a 
— and entertaining your Chagrin, all alone; 
(Vaivete ſhould have been there, but the diſobedient 
Word would not come in.) 

Phi. Yeu take an unſeaſonable time, Madam, I 
deſign'd this Hour for Solitude 

Pal. (To Melantha) Let me die, Madam, if I have 
not waited here theſe two long Hours, without ſo much 
as the Suite of a ſingle Servant to attend me; enter- 
taining my ſelf with my own Chagrin, till I had the 
Honour to ſee your Ladyſhip, who are a Perſon that 
makes ſo conſiderable a Figure in the Court. 

Mel. Truce with your Douceurs, good Servant; you 
ſee | am addreſſing the Princeſs ; pray do not embarraſs 
me E mbarraſs me! what a delicious French Word 
do you make me loſe upon you too! (Je Philotis) Your 
Highneſs, Madam, will pleaſe to pardon the Coup 
d'etourdy which I made, in not ſooner finding you 
out to be a Princeſs. But, let me die, if this Eclair- 
ciſſement, which is made this Day of your Quality, 
does not raviſh me; and give me leave to tell you——. 

Pal. But firſt give me leave to tell you, Madam, that 
I have fo great a Tender for your Perſon, and ſuch a 
Paunchant to do you Service, chat — 

Mel. What, muſt I ſtill be troubled with your Sot- 
tiſes? There's another word loſt, that I meant for the 
Princeſs, (with a miſchief to you.) But your Highneſs, 
Madam — 

Pal. But your Ladyſhip, Madam 

Mel. I fay, your Highneſs, Madam 

Phil. Away impertinent. 

Mel. Impertinent! Oh, I am the moſt unfortunate 
Perſon this day breathing ; that the Princeſs ſhould 

thus 
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thus Rompre en viſiere, without occaſion ; let me die 
but I'll follow her to Death, till I make my Peace. : 

Pal. (Holding her) And let me die, but I'll follow 
you to the Infernals, till you pity me. 

Mel. (Turning towards him angrily) Ay, "tis long of 
you that this Malheur is fall'n upon me; your Imper. 
tinence has put me out of the good Graces of the Prin. 
cels, and all that; which has ruin'd me, and all that; 
and therefore, let me die, but Pl be reveng'd, and all 
that. 

Pal. Fagor, Fagon, you muſt, and ſhall love me, 
and all that; for my old Man is coming up, and all 
that; and I am de/es pere au dernier, and will not be 
diſinherited, and all that. | 

Mel. How durſt you interrupt me fo mal a , 
when you know I was practiſing my Adereſles to the 
Princeſs ? | 

Fal. But why would you addreſs your ſelf ſo much 
2 Contretemps then ? 

Mel. Ah, Mal Pee! 

Pal. and Phi. Ab j enrage! 

Mel. Ad autres, ad autres: He mocks himſelf of 
me, he abuſes me: Ab me unfortunate. [ Cries, 

Phi. Indeed vou miſtake him, Madam, he does 
but accommodate his Phraſe to your refin'd Language ; 
purſue your Point, Sir [ To him. 

Pal. Ah, qu il. fait beau dans ces boccages: [ Singing. 

Ab, que le ciel donne un bonne nur 
There I was with you with a Minuet. 

Mel. Let me die now, but this finging is fine, and 
extremely French in him. e 
he ſhou'd uſe my own Words, as it were in contempt 
of me, I cannot bear it. [ Cries. 

Pal. Ces beaux I Scjours, ces doux ramages. | Singing. 

Mel. Ces beaux Se joura, ces doux ramages, 

Ces beaux Sgcurs nous invitent a Pamuur. [ Singing 
after him. 

Pal. Let me die now but that was fine. Ah, now 
for three or four brisk Frenchmen, to be put into masK- 
ing Habits, and to ſing it on a Theatre; how witty it 
would be! And then to dance helter-skelter, to a Chan- 


fan 
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a boire: Toute la terre, toute la terre eff a moy. 
What's matter, * it were made, and ſung two or 
three Years ago in Caberets ; how it wou'd attract the 
Admiration, eſpecially of every one that's an Ewveillc/ 

Mel. Well; I begin to have a endre for you; but 
yet, upon Condition, that= when we are marry'd, 
you— [Pa]. fags while ſhe ſpeaks. 

Phi. You muſt drown her Voice; if ſhe makes her 
French Conditions, you are a Slave for ever. 

Mel. Firſt, will you engage that 

Pal. Fa, la, la, la, &c. [ Louder. 

Mel. Will you hear the Conditions? 
Pal. No, I will hear no Conditions! I am reſolv'd 
to win you en Frangais; to be very airy with abun- 
dance of Noiſe, and no Senſe: Fa, la, la, la, &c. 

Mel. Hold, hold, I am vanquiſh'd with your Gai- 
ete d'eſprit. T am yours, and will be yours, aut nulle re- 
ſerve ; and, let me die, if I do not think my ſelf the 
happieſt Nymph in Sicily——My dear French Dear, ſtay 
but a Minute till I racomode my felt with the Princeſs ; 
and then I am yours, Fu/qu' u la mort. [ Going off. 


Enter Celadon, Florimel, Rhodophil, Doralice, and 
Flavia, ſinging. 


Omn, A Palamede! A Palameat ! 

Pal. (Fanning himſelf) Poo! I never thought before, 
Wooing was ſo laborious an Exerciſe ; I'gad, if ſhe 
were worth a Million, I deſerve her. 

Mel. Ah me, was ever Ny mph under ſuch Confu- 
fion ? I ſhall have all the Tenare of my Belle Paſſion 
turn'd into ridicule——l hope, Servant, you did not 
lay this Ambuſcade to be Witneſſes of my Foible/+. 

Pal. Not I, upon Honour, Madam, but tis impol- 
ſible for us great Conquerors to fight without Witneſſes 
of our Glory. | | 

Dor. Come, come, Madam,conſider the Pains he has 
taken to deſerve you, and don't rob him of the Glory 
of confeſſing it We are all your Friends, give him 
your Hand. 

Mel. Dear, my Dear, don't give me this Confuſion— 
I can't do it — he mult take it if he has it. 
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Pal. Thus I ſeize it then as my Right of Conqueſt, 
And now, Madam, I take you Priſoner for Life. 

Mel. Oh barbarous, and plunder me of all ! 

Pal. All in good rime, Madam. 

Cel. And now, I'alamede, your Buimeſs is done. 

Nba. And now, Doralice, fince your Friend and 
mine are likely to be buſy for ſome few Months at 
leaſt, I think we had e'en as good mind our own Buſi- 
neſs as ſtand idle From this Day forward, [I'll ne- 
ver dine but at home, 

Dor. Why truly, he that's always running to an Eat- 
ing-houſe, will find, at the Year's End, ne'er the leſs 
Account in his Houſe- keeping. When the XIeal's 
ready at home, fome body mutt fit down to it. 


And high-fed Palates to their Cot diſcover, 
That Mone Leavings often fi aſl the Lover. 


[Exeunt omnes. 
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in the fam'd Romance of Pari hen; which 
found ſo irreſiſtibly inviting, that I cou'd 
not help aſpiring (beyond what ſome People 
are pleas'd to call my Talent) in this Attempt 
of forming it into a Tragedy : for I ſaw ſo ma- 
ny beautiful Incidents in the Fable, ſuch na- 
tural, and noble Sentiments in the Charac- 
ters, and fo juſt a Diſtreſs in the Paſſions, 
that J had little more than the Trouble of 
Blank Verſe to make it fit for the Theatre : 
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ſo that the Faults in the Figure it now 
makes are wholly owing to its preſent Dreſs, 
and not an original want of Beauties. Juſt 
before I hurry'd it on upon the Stage, your 
Lordſhip did me the Honour of Adjuſting 
its Garniture, the Expreflion : wherein 1 


muſt own my Vanity was ſufficiently mor- 


tified, to ſee after all my flatter'd Hopes 
and Care, how little I had been doing, 
But my Diſquiet from the Criticiſm was 
ſoon allay'd by the Advantage of the In- 
ſtruction: And tho* I dare not yet fay, 
tis wholly excuſable, yet I am bound to ac- 
knowledge, that your Lordſhip's Perufal 
has left it ſeveral ſecret Faults fewer than it 
had: by the good fortune of which Aſſiſ- 
tance it has been the better able to make its 
way through a favourable third and fixth 
Day, to claim its farther (I might fay na- 
tive) Right to your Lordſhip's Protection. 
Nor can I repent in the Poſſeſſion of that 
Hope, which perhaps firſt drew me into 
Helicon a little out of my depth: tho? I ne- 
ver thought it in danger of ſinking, after I 
found your Lordſhip thought it worthy 
your Correction. For as Iknew it impoſſible 

to 
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to make Faults, that your Judgment wou'd 
not find; ſo I knew your Underſtanding 
wou'd not find any, if the whole were incor- 
rigible. This will eaſily be believ'd by thoſe 
who know your Lordſhip's Strength in Po- 
etry, to which your Genius is not only 
great and eaſy, but inherent. And tho” it 
is the Misfortune of Poetry to ſtand in the 
Rank of neglected Arts, and to make few 
Men conſiderable, who have no other Qua- 
lity to recommend 'em; yet in our Account 
of Mankind (tho? the greateſt Men have fo- 
low'd the Muſes, yet) Hiſtory tells us of 
a thouſand Heroes for one great Port. But 
| your Lordſhip makes a right Uſe of the Art: 
You have the Power of writing well, tho' 
you now forbear it, and rather chooſe to 
de eminent according to the Age's Under- 
| ſtanding. The Field is now in Faſhion, 
| and your Lordſhip has prudently ſept into 
the Ranks of Mars, when due Occaſion 
ſhall call you forward to ſhare in the Defence 
of your Country. And as late Experience 
tells us how diſcerning her Majeſty's Judg- 
ment has been in the Diſtribution of her Fa- 
vours; ſo we may modeſtly conclude, that 

A 4 her 
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vin DEDICATION. 
Her Foreſight does not a little rely on the 
Promites of your Lordſhip's growing Rey. 
tation, by the late Honours done your 
ILordmip, enrolling you a Companion of 
that Order, which carries a peculiar Veners- 
tion in its Title, The mgt Antient Order of 
the Thiſtle. But I am drawing my ſelf into 
a Subject, that leſs needs a Panegyrick, 
than I ſhowd your Lordſhip's Pardon, 
ſnou'd I continue it. I will therefore beg 
leave to fublcribe myſelf, with all Suhmiſ- 
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AM Olbodient aud 


Alt Humble Servant, 


( OLLEY CIBBER, 


PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 


Ince Otway's Scenes, how fexv have found the Art, 
To touch the Paſſions, and command the Heart? 
And yet from much inferiour Pens, we know, 
That Tears from happy Tales ili told will flu: 
How groſs the Error then- 
| To think in Plays, that Language is the whole ? 
The Stile is but the Body — Fable is the Soul; 
We boaſt no Beauties, nor from Faults are free, 
Yet we dare promiſe what you ſhall not ſee ; 
And when wwe others Faults with Caution ſhun, 
is the firſt ſtep have fewer of our own : 
Firft then our Muſe has clip her Wings to-night, 
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Our Pegaſus, as made for ſpred, not fight, 

Strains jair!y der the Turf, nor ſoar: from Nature's fight. 
No Big- monib'd Wards the wcant of Thought ſupply, 
Nor ſcale the ranjack'd Heavens for Simile; 

No Scere for Taiking's ſake's brought uſeleſs on, 

Nor main Deſiau concludes before the Play is done. 

No oft-foul'd Monarch pines for flighted Love, 

1 While the coy Nymph his Humours to remove 

Can't 6ear taccount, but lumps him out her Charms, 
And <vith a gen'raus Jump flies rampant to his Arms, 
| No ranting Herzes with loud Glory fewell, 

| Nor build their Fame on Deeds impoſſibie: 

No parlyin3 Armies battle an the Stage, 

| While acrangling Chiefs in Wars of Words engage: 
Nay, we'we neglected too, the" much in faſhion, 

To murther Innocence ta move Compaſſion ; 

Nor yet to raiſe your Terror can we boaſt, 

One dreadful Riſing of a meal. fac'd Ghoſt : 

No Thunder roars, nor Lightning gilds the Sky, 

To uſher daun a dangling Deity. 


Wanders like theſe we have not choſe to eau, 
lor ntning'; Great, that's not in Nature True: 
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The Scenes we choſe to ſhew you, only crave 
They may at leaſt a friendly Sentence have; 
For what Severity might kill, Advice may ſave : 
Let em your Warning, not your Cenſure ſee ; 
For n d, methinks, a kind of Juſtice be, 
To give the Muſe a ſafe Retreat to Comedy. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Hanni bal General of the 


Carthagintans, 


Blacius, Romans and Mor- Mr. Mills, 


Pacuvius, tal Enemies, Mr. Cibber. 
Perolla, Son to Pacuvius, Mr. Wilks. 
Portius, A — F Mr. Keen. 


Izadora, Daughter to Blacius, Mrs. Oldfield. 


The SCENE, Salapia. 


F Mr. NVilliamt. 
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SCE N E Blacius his Haouſe. 


Enter Blacius and [zadora. 
Bla. F T9)- Acudius Son! Deteſted T houg' t ' 
** nf 


2 * is he — 
— (The only Wretch I've warn'd thee 
2 to avoid) 
Ils he the Choice of thy abandon'd 
Love ? 
How cou'd thy vile degenerate Heart, 
At horrid Mention of Perolla's Flame, 
Forbear to call vp all thy vital Warmth 
Into thy fierce diſdainful Eyes, 
And look him dead with a victorious Scorn ? 
O that I live tothink my only Child 
In Thought but mingles with Pacuvius Blood 
[za. | Kneelire] O my offended Father! 
By all my paſt Obedience, by my Mother's Truth, 
And by th' Endcarments of paternal Love, 
I do conjure you give my Crimes a hearing, 
And if in all my Conduct to Perolla, 
A 6 g Atv 


% 
- 


12 PEROLLA and [zZADORA. 


My Actions or my Thoughts fland blameable ; 
Nay, if the Conflicts of my ſtruggling Heart 
Gainſt his compulſive Virtues, that engag'd it, 
Merit not at worſt your Pity of my Fortune, 
Then ſhut me forth an Exile from your Care, 
o wander branded with a Parent's Curſe 
Of unforgiven Diſobed ience. 
Bla. | take thee at thy Word: And let me warn 
thee well, [ Raifing her, 
Before I lend my Patience to thy Cauſe, 
That thou abuſe it not with weak Detences, 
Left my Reſentment ſhou'd with double Right 
Be juſt to thy Undoing. 
Iza. So may I july meet it, or avoid, 
As my Defence ſhall cenſure or acquit me. 
Bla. Then tell me, fav, how cam'it thou firſt to ſet 
Thy warchleis Eyes upon this fatal Wretch, 
When I, thou know'ſt, with tuch revolving Care 
Still bred thy Youth in Courts from him remote, 
To keep it (if 'twere poſhble) beyond 
The working Power of Fate to join you ever ? 
[za. Lend yet your Patience, and the Fact wall prove 
Not Iza#cra, but her Fate to blame. 
E/a. Proceed, while yet my Temper holds to hear 
thee. 
Ia. When conqu'ring Hannihba'”'s vindictive Arms 
In Canze's fatal Field had late prevail'd, 
A tew prefs'd Romans, whoeſcap'd his Sword, 
Retreated to the Town (where you, t avoid 
Perolla's Sight, had plac'd me with my Uncle Magzu;) 
It chanc'd, a Party of Numidian Horie 
Purſued theſe flying Remans to the Gates, 
Which in victo:10us Pride they entring faid, 
They wanted not to ſeize, but kindly came, 
They vaunting, cry'd, to mend the Roman Breed 
On their young Wives aud Daughters. On the Word, 
Strait to the Temple (where our Fears had ſhut us 
I' inzpicre the Gods) the cruel Victors came, 
And from Oriſons with brutal Force 
'Fne Wire: n gins dragg'd relentleſs forth, 
Whole piteous Cric. and Shrieks ſo pierc'd the _ 
v'n 
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Ev'n of the loſt and conquer'd Romans there, 
That Rage, Deſpair and Horror, at the ſight, 
Gave em a new and treble Courage to protect us; 
When (trait they fierce as darted Lightning flew 
With ſwift DeitruQtion on the Raviihers : 
And in the Front of our Deliverers, 
A Youth with ſtraining Fury in his Eyes 
Seizing the Wretch, whoſe impious Hand was bound 
Faſt in my folded Hair, at one bold Stroke 
Unlock'd his horrid Hold, 
And laid him gaſping at my Feet: 
At length this brave Example and the Cauſe 
Prevail'd ; Half the Numidians ain, 
The reſt in Fear retreated to their Camp: 
So great, ſo generous an Action 
Bla. Hold 
Your Praiſes may be ſpar'd, the Action ſpeaks 
It ſelf; and to be jaſt, I will ſuppoſe Perolla 
Unknowing who you were, was your Preſerver. 
Ia. It was indeed Perol/a ! Yet my Heart 
Not more was pleas'd with Lite fo greatly ſav'd, 
Than griev'd to find the Obligation due 
Where your Commands had told me I muſt hate. 
Bla. Thus far thou art my Daughter ſtill: But ſay 
V hat at Pet:/:a palt: For there | find 
Thy childiſn Heart was flatter'd to thy Ruin. 
[Iza. Know then, that there he was a ſecond time 
His Country's brave Deliverer, and mine: 
From our Eſcape at Carne, to Petilia next 
His Arms conducted us, where ſcarce arriv'd 
But Haunibal's purſuing Force beſieg'd us: 
Atwhich the fearful Magiitrates alarm d, 
Conclude on ſhameful Terms to yield the Town; 
But He Perolla firm oppoſing them, 
They, ſecret plot without him to ſurrender, 
And knowing too mie yet neglect ful ot his Love, 
Propos'd upon my Woman's Fears, that 1 
Shou'd by my Perſon promis'd to his Vaws 
Engage his Vote to yield in their Deſign; 
Or 1t I'd then betray him to their Hands, 
They'd full revenge me on his paintul Paſſion, 


And 
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And fend him Captive with their Terms to Hannibal. 
Bla. Moſt impious Traytors ! But I hope you yielded 
not 
To ſuch Propoſals, tho' my mortal Foe, 
I wou'd not hurt him with my Country's Ruin. 
Ixa. O far from ſuch a Thought! I held in juſt 
Abhorrence their difloyal Fears, and to 
Perolla ſtrait their vile Propoſals told, 
While he upon the Inſtant fir'd to ſee me place 
So kind, unhope'd a Confidence in him, 
Secures in Chains the falſe Conſpirators, 
And from th' Example of his glowing Virtue 
So warms the Soldiers to exert their Arms, 
That (on a Council held) they fally forth, 
And in one glorious Action raile the Siege. 
Bla. And He, on this ſlight Victory preſuming, 
Tells his big Tale, pleaſes your Female Pride, 
And, 'cauſe he ſav'd Petilia, you were taken. 
Iza. Yet hear my Fortune, 
And in your utmoſt Prejudice you'll own 
I yielded not till ſtorm'd 
By farther Obligations to ſurrender. 
For at his glad return from that victorious Sally, 
The Wives, the Matrons by his Sword preſcrv'd ; 
The grateful Virgins too, 
More tender of his long neglected Love, 
In his behalf came kneeling to my Feet, 
And in ſuch ſoft Perſuaſions urg'd his Paſſion, 
Sung with ſuch moving Notes his Godlike Vertue, 
With their Neceſſity of now rewarding it, 
So gently too reproack'd my Heart's Delay, 
That I too conſcious of my own Demerits, 
Striving in vain to hide my ſpeaking Bluſhes, 
In Tears fell proſtrate to the Earth, and beg em, 
That they'd reproach no more my Virgin Fears ; 
But if they thought this Trifle of my Perſon 
Were a Reward tor any one that had 
Deſerv'd my Country's Favour, to diſpole it 
As they ſhou'd pleaſe— 
At this they caught me in their friendly Arms, 
And preſs d me with a thouſand thanktul Kiſſes, 


While 
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While ſome tranſported to Perolla flew, 
Whoſe doubtful Heart cou'd ſcarce believe their Joy: 
But when for Proof approach'd in ſight of me, 
Seeing my Tears, my Trembling, and my Bluſhes, 
He ruſh'd like frighted Life to its Protection, 
Flew to my yielded Hand, and fainted at my Feet: 
Thus, Sir, you ſee 'tis to the Cauſe of Rome, 
And not Perolla's Charms, that I have given my Heart. 
Nay, he Perolla too at my Requeſt, 
Now from Petilia having ſent me firſt 
To render both our Duties to a Father, [Gives a Letter. 
In juit Obedience waves all nuptial Hopes, 
Till your kind Sanction ſhall confirm him happy. 

Bla. My Daughter! O my deareſt [zagora / 
We!l haſt thou wrought thy Tale to melt my Temper, 
Nor can I call thy fatal Love thy Fault, 
But thy Misfortune. Now 
Find but another Name for loſt Perolla, 
And he were yet, in mou of Prejudice, 
The firit of Men I'd offer to thy Wiſhes : 
But as he is the falſe Pacuwius Son, 
| The hateful curſt Pacuwius, who before 
His treacherous Revolt to Hannibal 
Was ſtill thy Father's mortal Foe: As ſuch 
I muſt deteſt him, cou'd he prove his Blood from Tode: 
Has not for nine Deſcents our Houſe implacable 
Held out to his a fix d hereditar y Hate? 
And ſhall we now, by ſo abhorr'd a Union, 
Baſely diſtain our great Fore-fathers Honour? 
Shall that expended Blood, which never yet 
Has mix'd with theirs, but on the reeking Earth, 
Flowing from mutual Wounds of unappeas'd Revenge, 
At laſt now ebb to the tame Quality 
Of a ſupine and liſtleſs Love? 
Diſhonour ! Death! and Tortures ! 
And yet my [zadra is undone ! 
By Obligations bound, that conſcious Honour, 
(And © I fear more punctual Love) 
Can never ſee unpaid ! What will the Gods do with me ? 

Ia. My deareſt Father, on my Knees 1 L 
Let not your Fears for me divide your Breaſt 


— 


With 
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With this Perplexity of Thought: For tho' 

My Soul can wiinets, that I'll ſooner die, 

Than wrong the Friendſhip that I owe Peralla 

Yet rather than forego my Duty, 

I wou'd reſiſt my greateſt Happineſs. | 
Bla. Preſerve that Thought, as thy firſt Hopes of 

Peace, 
Or loſing it, expect reſiſtleſs Ruin. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, a Gentleman call'd Decius, and 
In haſte intreats to be admitted. 
Bla. Conduct him 
We muſt deter this Cauſe, my [zadora, 
Something ſuperiour now demands my Thought, 
If thou canſt quit Perolla, I am happy; 
If not, when I can crown thy Wiſhes 
With a Reſerve to my untainted Honour, 
Depend upon a Father's Love. | 
Ira. I aſk no more, or of the Gods, or you. [ Exit 


Tecdora. 


Enter Decius. 


Bla. Thou' rt welcome, Decius, doubly welcome ; now 
What ſays the Conſul to our new-born Hopes ? 

Are they approv'd, or are we Slaves to Car thage ? 

Dec. Maiters, I hope my Lord: But how thote [Hopes 
Go forward, am ſent to learn of you, 

Are the Sa/apians ſtill refolv'd ? 

Bla. All firm, and reſtleſs to retrieve, or to 
Revenge their Honour, and their Freedom loſt, 
Which daily now th' inſulting Hannibal, 

Regardleſs of the Bonds on which he enter'd here 
Moſt T yrant-like incroaches on: For know 

The falſe Pacuwias, tho he wrought indeed 

A ſpleenful Faction to betray the Town, 

Yet with his utmoſt Skill cou'd on no eaſier Terms 
Deceive the Populace t' unbar the Gates, 

Than firſt of twenty Days compleat allow'd 

For ev'n thoie Votes, that had oppos'd his Entrance, 
To make their Choice for Rome, or Ha:miba!, 


Which 
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Which is indeed for Death or Slavery, 
As my wrong'd Brother Magizs'Blood ſevere has prov'd. 
Dec. How ! Magius dead ! As a Delinquent dead 
Are theſe his Proofs of Faith? Of what accus'd ? 
Bla. I'll tell thee, Decius. 
My Brother {eeing of late the Slave Pacuwrrs 
Fawning, and ſupple to the imperious Nod 
Of Hannibal (whom he five Days before 
Had call'd his Country's execrated Foe) 
His boiling Heart, in horror of the Sight, 
Ev'n to the Carthaginians Front burſt forth 
Into ſuch ſharp Invectives on Pacuwius, 
Urging how much a Hero's Soul ſhou'd ſcorn 
The abje& Friendſhip of ſo vile a Wretch, 
That tho' he lov'd the Treaſon, yet ſhou'd hate the 
T raytor : 
Stern Hannibal incens'd as much at what his Sword 
Had done, as what his Tongue then talk'd againſt him, 
Swore on the Inſtant he ſhou'd kneel, and as 
Pacuwwuius' Pardon, or that Inſtant die: 
Which Magius anſwering with a ſcornful Smile, 
That Moment by the Guards was dragg'd along, 
And on the common Shambles loſt his Head. 
Dec. O moſt unhoſpitable Deed ! 
And how, my Lord, do the Salapi ans take it? 
Bla. As you may gueſs, by what I now from them 
Have to the Conſul late propos'd : They hate 
This Deed, and by this Town reſtor'd to Rome, 
Reſolve immediate to revenge it. 
Dec. And right at once the Cauſe of Rome, and 
Blacius. 


Bla. For me it matters not : My pleas'd Deſpight 


Is half by Fortune ated on Pacuwvins. 
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I've liv'd at laſt to fee him falſe and perjur'd ; 
Falſe to his Gods, and hateful to Mankind: 
For what can more deſerve to be abhorr'd, 


| Than the vile Slave, that dares betray his Country ? 


Dec. The greateſt Juſtice that his Crimes can meet 


Were from his greateſt Foe to find his Puniſhment ; 


And that I hope the Gods relerve for you. 


Bla, Lift but my Eyelids up, ye Powers, to ſee 
i | That 
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That Day, and let the Hand 
Of Fortune cloſe em then for ever 
We talk away the Time: 
How near's the Roman Army to Salapia ? 
Dec. Six Leagues this Morning was their utmoſt 
Diſtance, | 
And that their laſt Advances may be made, 
The Conſul firſt has {ent me for Advice, 
To know what Numbers here were firmly yours, 
How ſoon they cou'd be ready to receive em, 
What Gate wou'd eaſieſt open to his Force, 
And if to-night he may begin his filent March ? 
Bla. Firſt for our Numbers, our Accounts But hold, 
It won't be ſafe too far to charge your Memory ; 
I better ſhall diſpatch my ſelf in Writing. 


You'll pardon, Sir, a Moment's T reſpais on 
Your Patience 


Enter a Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, Pacuvius ſtays, from Hannibal 
He ſays to treat with you. 
Bla. Pacuvius, ha | 
'T were too much hazard, Decius, ſhou'd he find 
You here Retire a Moment 
J gueſs his Buſineſs, which l'Il ſoon diſpatch, 
And then return to our Affair. 
Dec. My Lord, I ſhall attend your leiſure [ Exit 
Bla. Where is he? Decius. 
Ser. He walks, my Lord, without upon the Pave- 
ment; 
And when I aſk'd him if he'd pleaſe to enter, 
_ He ſtern reply'd me, No! I'll here ſee Blacius. 
If he won't come, I'm anſwer'd in his filence. 
Bla. Now our Delign's fo near a head, it won't 
Be ſafe to ſlight a Thought from Hannibal, 
Tho' my ſwol'n Heart diidains the Converie of 
This Traytor—Shew me, [Ex. Bla. and Ser. 


The SCE NE drawing, diſcovers Pacuvius alone in @ 
Piazza before Blacius's Houſe. 


Pac. Fool that I am! I've hazarded too far 


Shou'd 


Since n 
To Ca 
I've pre 
* 
Who C 
Takes 


| Preval 


n 


| Prevail to get the thing refus'd 
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chou'd Blacius now embrace the Offers I 

Mut make, again my weak Revenge might fail me: 
For rather than partake one Cauſe with him, 

| wou'd again revolt from Hannibal. 

vince more my Spite to B/acius, than Regard 

To Carthage, has reduc'd me fal.e to Ryme— Tis true 
re promis d Hannibal to tempt his Faith 
Til keep my Word but keep the Stateſman too, 
Who order'd to ſollicit what himſelf diſlikes, 

Takes care his manner of Perſuaſion may 

He comes. 


| Enter Blacius. 
N. Thou hit'ſt mg well, Pacuwvias, and I'm glad 


| Thy Pride refuſes thee to enter here, 


Where Cuſtom wou'd, I own, have bound me up 
To hoſpitable Forms, which my Sincerity 


| Diſdains to pay the Man I hate. 


Pac. And to avoid Civilities from thee 
Have I diſdain'd to enter, and be theſe 
The only Forms that ever paſs between us, 

Bla. I greet thee with an equal Scorn, 


Tis well—-Deliver now thy Meſſage. 


— 24. Wit 


Pac. My Meſlage ! What! think' thou I am like 
thee ? | 
A Slave to be commanded ? 
Bla. mmm — —— 
For to thy Fears and Falſhood thou'rt a Slave, 
By Rome abhorr'd, whoſe Cauſe thou halt betray'd ; 
By Hannibal deſpis'd, to whom thou art 
A Slave, while | am only Captive from 
The Chance of War, or rather not of War— 
Pac. But me—T hated thee, and I betray'd thee ; 


And 'tis indeed my Soul's moſt comfortable Thought, 
To know that I have ruin'd thee. 


Bla. On to thy Buſineſs. - 
Pac. To Buſineſs then —— From Hannibal I come 
To know, if yet thou haſt reſolv'd thy Choice; 


| Twelve of the Twenty Days allow'd are paſt, 


| 


And much he wonders at thy cold Regard 
Of all thoſe courteous Liberties, which he 
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Unbound allows: No Guard upon thy Doors, 


No Perſons queſtion'd in Regreſs or Entrance, 
Confin'd in nothing but thy Word for Reſidence ; 
And in return to all theſc Favours, thou 
Not only do'it delay thy own Alliance, 
But with thy beſt Perſuaſions do'lt retard 
Others inclin'd from their declaring Now 
I have diſcharg'd my Truſt to Hannibal; 
But to be honeſt to the Hate I owe thee too, 
I plain confeſs I wiſh thee ſtill his Enemy; 
or wou'd I be a Monarch in that State, 
That wou'd accept a Friend in Blacius : 
I've ſaid, and now—thy Anſwer. 
Bla. w— i: 
Tell Hannibal, tho' Twelve, * 
Yet not the Twenty Days agreed are paſt; 
Till then he's bound in Honour not to urge 
My Choice, which yet it liſts me not to make: 
And for the boaſted Courteſies he does me, 
I've little taſted them ſince Magius Death, 
Pac. I had forgot — I hat too was wrought by me. 
Magius had offended me, and I deſtroy'd him. 
Bla. O! give me Patience! Thou! the honeſt 
Truths 
He ſpoke of thee conſider'd in his Death, 
Wou'dit thou aſcribe what Hannibal before 
Reſolv'd, as done i'th' lealt regard to thee ? 
Away, thy little Spleen was never thought on! Thou! 
Audacious Vanity 
Pac. I tell thee, it was II gave thy Brother 
Death : 
But thou'rt in Paſſion, and thy peeviſh Pride 
Is touch'd to find thy Sorrows due to me. 
Bla. Is Paſſion then a Crime, when ſuch as thou 
Eſcape Fove's Thunder, and infeſt Mankind 
If Rage, or generous Reſentment, be 
For Wrongs yet unreveng'd, a Crime; tis ſure 
The only one thy Soul yet never knew. ; 
Pac. *Tis falie! Nor is there in the horrid Scroll 
Of Deeds facinorous a Crime, at which my Soul 
Wou'd ſtop to prove my pointed Hate to Blacius: 


Nay, 
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Nay, if thou think'| 'tis Tameneſs makes me cool, 
| on occafion can be loud as thee ; 
My Blood, as ſoon as thine, can boil to Paſſion, 
My Eyes with equal Fire confront thy Rage, 
My Sword with a ſuperior Fury meet thee. 
— But as thou art the Man I'm born to hate, 
Whoſe anxious Life I rather ſhou'd preſerve 
Tofeed my Gall upon thy lingring Woes, 
Methinks, 'tis more tormenting to thy Spleen, 
Tinſult thee thus—with calm deliberate Malice. 
| Bla. Hear this, ye Powers ! 
Pac. One thing I farther too ſhou'd tell thee of, 
| (For I confeſs it is a feeling Pleaſure 
With ſuch Exceſſes to aMi& thy Soul) 
Letters this Morn inform me, that my Son Perolla 
In a late Sally at Petilia's * * 
Has puſh'd his youthful Gallantry ſo far, 

That in thy Daughter [zadora's Eyes 
The Action had ſuch ſweet romantick Charms, 
Sh'as quite forgot our Family's fierce Hate, 
Diſowns her Father, and purſues his Love. 
cannot ſay indeed ſhe ſigh'd in vain, 
| But I believe his Longings may be over, 
For I am told the Boy's Satiety 
Has ſince diſmiſs'd her home again to thee. 
Bla. Notorious! damn'd, invented Falſhood ! 
But that I've now a better way to gall 
Thy Heart, my Sword ſhould right her injur'd Fame. 
dee there, the Stab to thy retorted Malice; 
| [ Gives him Perolla's Letter. 
Read there, who moſt forgets the Father's Hate: 
From his own Hand thy conquer'd Son's her Slave, 
la Terms ſubmiſſive, begs he may eſpouſe her, 

He burns, he dies with Horrour to enjoy her; 
And let him periſh, die and rot with lean Deſpair, 
For cou'd (which is impoſſible) my Rage ſuppoſe, 
That after my accumulated Wrongs, 
And now thy ipotted Malice to her Fame, 
| My Child cou'd think in favour of thy Son, 
| Perdition ſeize me, but theſe honeſt Hands 
From her degenerate Breaſt ſhou'd rip her Heart, 


And 
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And daſh it in the Face of curs'd Perolla. 
Pac. Damnation! marry her! 


Having read the Letts 


Bla. What, is thy Pride confounded at the News? 
Nay, then at once to ſtrike thee dumb for ever, 
My [zadera! Ho! come forth, thy Father calls 
Now thou ſhalt ſee that dire Revenge ſo long 
Delay'd of our conteſting Houſes' Hate, 
In conquering Hed hes at laſt 
To ample Expiation is reſerv'd— 


Enter Izadora. 


I call'd thee, [zadora, Mark me well! 
There ſtands the Man, whoſe Anceſtors to thine, 
As thine to his, for now two hundred Years 
Have liv'd, and gloried in a ceaſeleſs Hate; 

The Man, to-whoſe perfidious Spite thou ow'ſt 
Thy Father's Bondage, and thy Country's Ruin; 
The Man who to my Face this Inſtant now 
Has thrown ſuch vile Aſperſions on thy Fame, 
Thy Modeſty wou'd fink ſhou'd I repeat 'em. 
Now then conſider well 

That on thy juſt Reſentment of theſe Wrongs 


Depends our Houſe's Honcur, and thy Fame's Revenge: 


T think thou art my Daughter, and it were 

To doubt thy Virtue ſhou'd I urge thee more. 

But as thou'rt conſcious of no Stain deſerv'd, 

T now conjure thee by thy Mother's Tomb, 

By her moſt dread Regards to ſpotleſs Fame, 

And by thy Father's Pangs of Injur'd Honour, 

Let thy diſdainful Eyes exert their Art | 

T'avenge our mutual Wrongs on curs'd Pero/la's Heart. 

Exit Blacius with izadora. 

Pac. W hat grinning Fury from invidious Hell 

Has plotted with this Fiend to grate my Soul! 

My Son ! Pere//a! O abandon'd Boy 

Do T behold my Treaſure of Revenge, 

Which I in Avarice of Hate had like 

A Self-denying Miſer hoarded up 

For my Support in feebler Spleens, Old Age 
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At laſt exhauſted by a Woman's Smile, 
Conſum'd in Folly by a ſpendthrift Boy, 
| Anddrain'd in Riots of degenerate Love! 
| Nor ſtops the Horror there, but forms new Fears : 
What if in ſpite to me, as I to him, 
The vengeful Blacius ſhou'd comply with Hannibal, 
Become his firm Ally, and then perhaps 
His ſervile Arts, as they prevail'd with Rome 
To get himſelf in ſcorn preferr'd to me, 
| May poſſibly alike ſucceed with Carthage, 
And 5 a ſecond time inſult my Fortune 
Ten thouſand Ponyards are within me, 
Ehe huſh'd my Heart, a Beam of dawning Though: 
Darts to my Brain, and formis reviving Eaſe | 


—The Means I have—why not reſolve the Deed ? 
Tis done — my vengeful Heart's at reſt, and Blacix 
dead. [Exi;. 


| ACT - 
SCENE, à Garden to Pacuvius his Houſe. 


Pac. OU ſaw how Hannibal receiv'd his Anſwer. 

| 1/ Rom. Be ſure it ſtung his Pride to be fo 

| ſlighted. 

| 24 Rom. Blacius methinks from Magiu Death 

Might better have been warn'd, 

Than to inſult his Conqueror. (Magius ? 
34 Rom. What hinders Hannibal to uſe him then like 

Pac. Why this, Magius was hot, a headitrong Foe ; 

| But Hannibal in Blacius hope'd a Friend, 

i | And therefore gave his Honour when he enter'd here 

Io be himſelf his Guard Now that's the Bar: 


But 


| Enter Pacuvius, and three Romans. 
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But ſhall we think, that B/actzs' Death wrought by 
Some private means unknown to Hannibal ; 
(W hatever Face in ſhow he might put on) 
In his cloſe Heart wou'd not to the laſt oblige him ? 
1/7 Rom. Impoſſible but ſo. 
24 Rom. It muit of courſe. 
Pac. When Great Men frown upon a ſtubborn Foe-- 
34 Rom. They ſeldom count him ſuch, that ends him, 
Pac. Right—All Actions can't have publick Thanks, 
But this I know, 
That Miniſter, who lays up no Rewards 
For ſecret Service, will have little done, 
Or in the Camp or State: Shall I be plain? 
IT think you are my Friends, I'm {ure I've cauſe 
To think you are, ſince at my ſuit the Cauſe 
Of Rome with me diſdaining you've deſerted; 
Which Thought alone confider'd, twere in me 
The worlt Ingratitude, ſhou'd I neglect 
To puſh your friendly Fortunes wich my own: 
What need I words? You've now th'Occaſton in 
Your hands : one Blow compleats your Wiſhes; 
Shew your ſelves Men, and I'm in Honour bound 
To whiſper your Deſerts to Hannibal. (each 
34 Rom. My Lord, you have propos'd us well; but 
Man ſpeak his own Opinion: For my ſelf, 
I ever thought in Actions deſperate 
Long Pauſes ſhew'd a cold Conſent. 
Pac. My Friend;—you fee—]'m plain—who likes 
1/ Rom. I (the Offer ? 
24 Rom. And I. 
34 Rom. Then all of us. | 
Pac. Pacuvius then's the Agent of your Fortunes; 
| [ Bowing to them ail. 
You know the Platform, where hi: own Houle ſtands, 
There every ſilent ſhiny Night alone 
He moody walks, and chews his Diſcontent, 
The propereſt place, I think, to end his Cares; 
I an not ſay he's ſure: For you are Three, 


The Fact once done, and you unknown eſcap'd. 

With ſecret pleaſure Hannibal receives 

The News: Yet in his ſeeming Rage proclaims 
| Rewards 
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Rewards for them that bring th'Aſſiſſins forth, 

On which | ſmiling tell him in his Ear, ; 

That were theſe barbarous hon eſt Fellows known, 

The Troops now vacant need not want Commander. 
34 Rom. If I don't head one ſoon, it ſhan't be wat: 

Ot Merit. | 

24 Rom. Puſh, as far as any Man. 

1% Rom. I long to meet this Blacius. 

Par I long to bring you all Commiſhons. 

34 Rom. Why do we loyter then? 

Pac. Tis now about his Hour. 

| 34 Rom. His laſt, my Lord—; ou'll hear of us. 

[Ex. Roman. 

Pac. Here at my own FHouſel ſhall expect you- 80 

Now Blacius, our Accounts are even. 


þ 
Pp 


Enter a Servant with a Light. 


Ser. My Lord, a Roman now without preſents 
You this, and begs your ſpeedieſt Anſwer. 
Pac. Gire me the Taper Ha! Perel/a's Hand. 
Reads) © Forgive me if my Heart confeſſes Grief, 
1 To nnd my Safety doubtful at your Doors: 
| * I've been too firm a Friend to Rome, t'expect 
Protection from che Friend of Hannibal; 
And yet, whate'er the Gods or you deſign, 


I'm ſtill Pacuwius molt obedient Son, 
| Perolla. 
Give him this Signet with my Honour for 


| His ſafe Return: The Virtue of this Boy [Ex. Sers 


* * 


Surs me to think how far I'm his Inferior. 
| Yet—why Inferior — ſay, I've choſen wrong, 

[f believe it right, I hold my Virtue ſtill: 
| 'Tis not the Truth or Error of his Cauſe, 
But as a Man defends the Choice h'as made, 
That crowns his Fame, or brands him with Diſhonour. 
| If in the Cauſe of Carthage then I err, 

My Judgment, not my Virtue, is to blame. 
Here's one that comes, l gneſs, to queſtion me; 
| But I'm prepar'd— Approach, my Son, 'ts I, 

Thy Father, ſpeaks; 'Thou'rt private here, and ſaſe. 
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Enter Perolla. 


Per. In Thanks thus bending. I receive your Love: 
The time has been when I durſt meet you fre 
In open Day, and unaſſur'd Protection: | 
Why are theſe hateful Forms between us now ? 
Pac, Thoſe Times arc chang'd. 
Per. And not Pacuwius ? 


Pac. No—for I was always conſtant to the Cauſe 


Par. Therefore! 
Stupendous Paradox Now chang'd indeed! 


Of Honour; therefore left the Cauſe of Rome. | 


Pac. Rome baſely did me wrong, and what I've done | 


Was a Revenge my Conſcience ow'd my Merit. 
The froſty Sieges, and the ſcorching Camps, 
Which I had felt in her ungratetul Cauſe, 
Deſerv'd a better Treatment, than to ſee 
My mortal Foe preferr'd before me, Bl/acius / 
Why was not I Salapia's Governour ? | 
Pac. In Poſts of ſuch Concern 
Sometimes the high Diſtempers of a State | 
Neceſſitate a Wrong like what you think one; 
The Inclinations of the Senate were, 
I dare affirm, more fond of you than Blacius ; 
But at that time, as Phyſick to its Fever, 
To purge a Faction, which diſturb'd the State, | 
They were content the Clamours of a Party ſhou'd | 
Extort Preferment for their Leader Blacius. 
Pac. Mean Slaves ! 
— , - But fince the fatal Conſequence, 
With what Sincerity "tis now repented, 
This from the Senate better will convince you. 
[Offering a Letter. | 
Pac. Ha! Is't poſſible ! What! treat with me? Alas! 
Perolla, thou miſtak'ſt the Man, Pacuwius! No! 
No Matter, he's a tame unthinking Wretch, 
Contented with the Burthen of Diffonour | Dogs ! 


—— ————— > 
a _ 


I hate em more for Fawning, than their noiſy Bark; 
Yet tis a Tranſport to my Soul to ſay | 
I have diſdain'd to read their ſervile Offers: 

And thou too now, as well as they, ſhalt find 
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{am the ſame, the conſtant Roman hill, 
Whoſe fix'd Reſentment of my Honour's Wrongs 
Has made Revenge my. Virtue. 

Per. If not for Rome, for my ſake yet at leait, 
Peruſe the Terms: tor by my Honour's Lite, 
They're ſuch as you with Honour may receive: 
To my Diſcretion did the Senate yield 
And gladly offer, what your Son (I hope 
Your Friend) propoles. 

Pac. Nor yet 2 thy ſake will I deign to read em. 
Canſt thou too think thy Father's Soul to tame, 

As to ſuppole their Provinces cou'd bribe me back ? 
What! Bow to ſhame ! With humble, downcalt Looks, 
Repent a Crime of which my IIcart is proud 

And in the Vote of an imperious Senate, live 

A branded, poor, forgiven Rebel! No! 

Tell 'em, I ſcorn their Friendſhip, and their Power, 
And will with Hannibal chaſtize their Inſolence. 

Per. Nay then I ſee, all hope to move you's vain, 
A ſateleſs Paſſion eats your Reaton up, 

And leaves you but the Fragment of your ſelf: 
Loſt is the Father, and the Roman deaf, 

Rome and Perolla bid you now farewel for ever: 
Farewel ye Pleaſures of exalted Virtue, 

Whole generous Effects my flater'd Youth 
Propos'd ſhou'd give a new and vital Joy 

To my declining Father's Age: Now I 

With dread ſhall draw my guilty Sword in War, 
Since every Drop it ſheds of hotlile Blood 

Muſt flow from an offended Father's Wounds ! 


Rome too farewel; thy Caule is deſp'rate now 


Pacuwvius that ſupported thee, is lolt, 

Firm leagu'd witu Hannibal to lead thy Sons 

In Chains, and lay thy Towers in Athes 

he Gods can tell-—Perhaps it may be to, 

And your prevailing Arms ſucceſs in time 

May bring the hoary Senate at your Feet 

Bound, and imploring Pardon of your Wrongs, 

Which you 'I'riumphant pollibly rotute: | 

Suppoſe this done, and your beſt Hopes accompliſl'd, 
ct where's the Pleaiure of this dat RevenLe * 
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To ſee the Partners of your happier Life 

In their Eſtates, their Wives, and their Poſteri-y, 
From a Caprice of your impatient Temper made 
Hereditary Slaves? Can Human Senſe 

Retain a Taſte of Joy, that flows from ſuch a Sprin 
Is the loud World's Applauſe and Cenſure priz'd 
Alike ?- Or has it more of Happineſs 

To live miitruſted *'mong her cautious Foes, 


(For your Revenge, and not your Intereſt ſerves em) 


Than in your Country's Cauſe be try'd a Friend, 
And end your Days in native Honour ? 
Q! when to future Time our Story ſhall 
Be told, how will it ſtun the Faith of Men 
Jo think Perolla had a Roman Father? 
Pac. P:reolla! O what wou'd I not endure 
One Moment to enjoy thy honeſt Mind? 
Thou'ſt found (I know not how) the wakeful Means 
To rouze me to a Senſe of my Condition; 
]'ii ftrive a while to man mv \ irtue forth, 
And if I find thee act the like, if thou 
Like me canſt ſtarve thy moſt voracious Paſſion, 
To feed the joint Revenge of our inſulted Honour, 
'T'is poſſible, I yet may read the Terms of Rome. 
Per. Give me a Proof, my Honour's touch'd with 
My greateſt Joys were taſteleis to Revenge. (Wrong, 
Pac. There ſpoke th'inſpir'd Soul of my Perolla. 
F1l tell thee then, 'tis not 15 much, I own, 
Revenge to Rome, as to my mortal Foe, 
Curs'd Blacius, that has made me leave her Cauſe: 
On him and his, the Drowth of my Revenge 
Is never to be ſlak'd, but in avow'd Perdition : 
Now if in that thou proveſt but half my Son, 
To Rome and thee I'm whole a Friend and Father. 
To which how firm my Virtue is inclin'd, 
judge by the Violence I do my Heart, 
When this to Blacius, from thy Hand, I pardon. | 
[Gives him his Letter to Blacins. 
Per. Thus let me bend in Thanks, and beg to know 
(For that's the Rock from which you'd ſteer my Virtue) 
herein my Honour's ſo concern'd Vavoid 


My Love! O tell me! For the Thought's a ,. 
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Pac. (Alice.) He warms to my Deſign. 
Not then to mind thee of our [Touſes' Hate. —- 
Per. That's old, I know it, Sir, but on ——— 
Pac. To tell thee then 
What I this day from Blacius have endur'd, 
When I preſuming on thy honelt Hate 
Smil'd at the Fes darf of his Blood ſubdu'd, 
And urg'd how light thou mad'it of /-adora, 
Had'it thou beheld with what intulting Spleen 
That Letter to my Pride's Confuſion he produc'd, 
Wich what trantported Eyes, and big Dudain, 
He warn'd his Daughter's Scorn Vavenge his Fate on 
thee; 
Tllat! that alone might ſtart thee into Mad uneſs: 
It labs me but to think, that I need Words 
T' inflame thee to be foremoſt in thy Pride, 
And from this glorious Hour to leave with Scorn 
Th' abandon'd /zadora. | 
Per. Foremoſt wou'd I always be in ſtarts of Honour 
But have you proof, that B/acius' dread Commands 
Prevail'd upon his perjur'd Daughter's Faith ? 
Did ſhe, did Izadora yield her Love, 
And join his Fury in purſued Revenge? 
Pac. I cannot ſay I ſaw her, but be lure 
His Prayers or Vows againſ her threatned Life 
By this time muſt have mov'd her to abjure thee. 
Per. If I believ'd, that Prayers or Threats, that 
Bribes 
Or Dangers, cou'd unlock the Treaſure of her Faith, 
This Heart, diſdainful of her worthleſs Charms, 
Shou'd turn her looſe, the Miltreſs of Mankind, 
To fate the groſs Deſires of vulgar Love: 
But as ſhe is, as now my grateful Heart 
Suppoſes her, unſhaken in her Truth, 
Tho' with her Father's fatal Rage purſued, 
Methinks I fee him'gainſt her Ein reſolv'd ! 
Now, now perhaps th' obdurate Blacius' Hand 
Furious directs his lifted Dagger's Point 
To her unchanging Heart, while ſhe in Plaints 
And Tears ſucceſſleis begs for Mercy, then 
Looks up in Sighs ſubmiſſive to his Rage, 
3 S wells 
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Swells forth her beauteous Boſom to the Stroke, 
— to her Charms Diſtreſs—he drops the Ponyard 
own. 
Pac. Suppoſe, what but thy Fancy paints were 
true 
Per. Shall I for ſuch Extremities endur'd 
Turn recreant Rebel, and deſert her Love ? 
Shall ſhe, whole 'Temper like a Rock withſtood 
The forceful Onſet of the tend'reit Paſſion, 
Crown'd with the Merit of her Life prelerv'd ; 
Yet when her Country's Cauſe requir'd the Change, 
When at her Feet the grateful Virgins kneel'd 
I" implore her Pity on my Love's Deſpair, 
With what Confuſion for her Heart with-held, 
Broke the through all the Bars of ancient Hate, 
nl at Petilia on my Sword's Succeſs 
Relign'd the vaſt Proſuſion of her Charms? 
Shall the in Bloom of Beauty too be left? 
Such matchle(s Virtues, and ſuch Love forlorn ? 
eus an Att io horrid to my Senſe, 
lt flacts my Reaſon into Fury at the Thought. 
Pac. No more, I charge thee on thy Lite, no more 
Cant thou ſuppole my Senſe is pleas'd to hear 
'Fhee chaunt the Raptures of thy hateful Paſhon ? 
Are thy vile Bonds to one my Blood abhors, 
Yet ronger than thy boaſted Zeal to Rome? 
Is my Alliance too ſo low eſteem'd, 
'Chou'lt rather loſe it than abjure my Foe ? 
What can'it thou hope, but in theſe Thoughts provok'd, 
{ too like thee confin'd by Honour now 
Shou'd ſeize thee lawful Captive of the War, 
And in the Priſoner chain the headſtrong Son? 
Be dumb! leſt I ſhould yet forego my Mercy : 
For ſpite of all thy obſtinate Detires, 
There's ſomething in the Folly of my Pride. : 
That's pleas'd (tho? drawn againit thy Father's Cauic) 
To ſce the young Succeſſes of thy Sword; 
And tho I now ſhou'd hold thee as a Foe, 


Yet Nature pleads, and Father—bids thee go. [Ex. 
| ſeverally. 


The 
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Te SCENE vpens to the Street: Blacius croſſes the 
Stage, and at ſome Diſtance, the three Romans »b- 


forwe him. 


1} Rom. Vonder he walks, let's take him while his 
Back 
Is towards us. 
34 Km. — That's not ſo well: 
At lealt diſpatch him with the Face of Honour ; 
Firlt hold him in Diſcourſe a while, 
Provoke him with Affronts beyond his Patience, then 
In heat of his Reſentment end him. 
24 Rom. I hike that Thought— it gives my Con- 
{cience calc. 
1/t Rom. Hark! I hear the Tread of fume approach- 
ing us, 
Let's on before they reach us. [Ex 


Enter Perolla, and Strato his Page. 


Stra. Muſt we away to-night, my Lord ? 
Per. To- night, my Strato, 

My Buſineſs diſappointed, ſo requires: 

Thou know'ſt not where the Houſe of Blacius ſtands. 
Stra. Not I, my Lord; for tho' I ferv'd her long, 

My Lady Izadora never once 

Was then within Salapia's Walls: But ycu, 

My Lord, I thought bad long refided here. 

Per. When I was young, I am inform'd, I did; 

But ſince my Memory can witneſs, never. 

Where do the Horſes wait us? | 
Sera. Near half a Mile without the Town, my Lord. 
Per. On then before, my Strato, and prepare 'em : 

Fil walk a Turn, and overtake thee. Fx. Page. 

I know not why, but cannot leave this place; 

And tho' apparent Danger's in my ſtay, 

Yet where my Love reſides, my Heart will hover. 

Fain wou'd I ſtay, if poſſible to learn 

How beauteous {zadvre's Prayers ſucceed, 

How far they're loſt, or may have gain'd on B/acius. 

Ha! What ſudden Claſh of Swords! This way it comes 

Either the Mcen's pale Light deceives me too, 


5 4 Or 
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Or perceive in ſhameſul odds three Men 
With Points determin'd upon One retreating ! 


Huter B'acius, retreating before the three Romans. (For? 
Perolla draws, and interpoſes. | - 
mo _ What means this Midnight Outrage | My 
101d ! ve 
Ha. Fortene, I thank thee, yet there's left an Hope. — 
Fir, If you are len that hold your Honour dear, B. 
wor ſhame, lay by theſe moſt unmanly Odds, | 
And ſingly hand to hand decide your Difference. | 
3% Rom. Preſumptuous Slave, retire, leſt on thy ſelf | B. 
T nou draw'ſt a Fate defign'd alone for him. Be | 
{'er. Nay, then his Cauſe is worthy of my Sword; The 
Lake Courage, Sir, you're ſtronger than you were, P 
Tt ney now have me to kill, before they reach you. Ta 
B. a. O generous Stranger! ſee how thy Fire has 7 
warm'd me. [ They fg bt. 3 
Per. There, Sir: [Kills one] | 
Now, Slaves, we are of cqual Force. | Th 
2. Rom. No, Sir, yuur Courage we have prov'd, If 
and now Th 
lis time to try your ſpced. [They run of. 
Per. Notorious Villains ! | 
Ba. O Gcauiike Youta ! This generous Act de- 
mans | | TI 
More Thanks than this poor Life preſerv'd can pay | W 
Per. The Action, Sir, rewards it feif: I mul 
Believe you wrong'd, becauſe your Enemies Ws ” 
Nlore truited in their Numbers than their Cauce. | XI 
Blu. The Gods defend you, Sir, you bleed |. 
Per. T 1s nothing, Sir, I feel no pain. C 
34 Rom. Oh! 1 
Bla. Ha! What Voice was that ? C 
Per. One of th' Aſſaſſins dying, I ſuppoſe. | 
Bla. Tis fo indeed—If thou would'it hope Relief 
Frem him, whoſe Life thou haſt attempted ; ſpeak, TY 
Vo {ct thee on? 1 1 
34 Rom. With large Rewards and Promiſes deluded, ( 


Pouwius wrought me to attempt thy Lite! 
Bla. Pacuoius! Damn'd Internal Treachery. , 
. 
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Per. My Father! Ha ! O ſhameful Thought [ Hide. 
4 Rom. As | am dying, what I've told you's true. 
if this Conſeſſion can deſerve Forgivenels, 
(For all Relief!s too late) O Blacius, pardon [Dies. 
Per. Ha! Blacius ! 
O my tranſported Heart! Well have [ loſt 
My dearett Blood, it the lalt Drops of Life LA lde. 
Have ſav'd the Father of my Love. 
Ha! What means this Flood within my Boſom? 
Bla. How is it, Sir; you tremble, and your Cheek 
turns pale. 
Per. I doubt I'm hurt to danger. 
Bla. Now all good Stars forbid: My Houſe is near, 
Be pleas'd a while to make it, Sir, your own ; 
There Surgeons ſhall be call'd to your Relief. 
Per. In my Condition, Sir, the Favour's not 
To be retu-'d. 


Bla. — Reocline upon my Arm. 
Per. I thank youv, Sir. — This Care o'er-pays my 
Service. 


The Hope's too great! my pulſive Heart lie ſtill, 
If Izadora's there, the Wounds I feel, 
Tho' deeper, yet her bcauteous Eyes wou'd heal. [Ex 


Enter Pacuvius alone, with a cla Lit. 


Pac. The Noiſe ef claſhing Swords is haſli'd, and now 
The ſaucy B/acius | preſume's at peace. 
What's that! — By my fierce Flock of Joys, 'tis he! 

Ir cading againſt the dead Roman. 

Supine and ſpeechleſs as a Dunghil Dog! 
My Blades, | fee, have well perform'd their Work; 
How now, Friend Baca, ! left thou at laſt fo low ! 
Cou'd not thy churiith Breath one Moment more 
Have lagg'd to let mo fred my glutted Ears 
On the Jait Groans of thy expiring Life? 
This all the guther'd Fruit of my Revenge, 
To fee thee ſenſelteſo at my Joy ? I'want 
To have thee know my Tranſport at thy Death. 


Ba let me fee, perhaps there's left a Grin 


UVa thy dittorted Face, wav flatter me 


B 5 Thou 
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Thou dy'dſt in Curſes on Pacuvius living. 
[Opens his Light, and looks on his Face. 
Diſtraction ! Tortures ! Hell What is't I ſee ? 
Not B/acius ! but the Coward Carcaſs of 
The Slave that ſhou'd have kill'd him. Sure no Wretch 
Was ever torn by Fortune like Pacuwius / 
As if the Gods had vow'd my vain Revenge 
To this exceſſive Violence ſhou'd ſwell, 
To be it ſelf its greater Puniſhment ! 


Enter Decius. 


Be huſh'd my Thoughts, ſome one approaches. 
Dec. This mult be ſure the Houle: 
Tis near th' appointed Hour, —yet he's not come: 
He ſaid himſelf would privately walk forth, 
And here expect an Anſwer from the Conſul! Ha! 
I think I fee him! Hiſt! Lord Blacius / 
Pac. Who's there ? 
Dec. Tis I, Decius. 
Pac. Ha! 
Dec. This from the Conſul : All goes well: { Gives him 
a Letter. 
Be punctual, and the Conſequence will thank you. 
Pac. Stay, Sir. 
Dec. It may be dangerous, my Lord, and needs not, 
You'll find it asks for no Reply: Farewel. [ Ex. Decius. 
Pac. Tis certain he intended this for Blacius, 
And by his fear to ſtay ſome cloſe Defign, 
Some ſecret Practice for the Cauſe of Rome, 
(Wherein perhaps curs'd Blacius is concern'd) 
Lies lurking in this Scroll—my S6ul's impatient. 
[ He reads by his Lig be.] 
* To-morrow, near the Midnight Hour, 
* Three lighted Torches from the Cittadel 
Let be the Sign, that then the Bratian Gate 
Is open to our Force's Entrance: 
* Pacuviaus, for Perolla's ſake, we firſt 
With friendly Offers by his Son have try'd 
* To call again into our Cauſe, who nor 
Complying ſhares the Fate of Hannibal, 
Be careful of thy Health: Farexve!. 


The 


Conſul. Fabius. 


—— — 


Non 
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This goes to Hannibal, whoſe Rage alarm'd, 


In durant Chains confines my Traytor Foe, 
Whoſe wiſeſt bay, => to free him from this Snare, 


Will work in ain: For well Experience proves, 


When great Men Juſtice againſt great Men crave, 
Their Step's but ſhort from Priſon to the Grave. [ Exit. 


The End of the Second At. 


Ar . 
S CE N E Blacius his Houſe. 


Blacius and Perolla: Servants attending. 


Bla. O T that I've ſcap'd my diſappointed Foe, 
Tranſports me more, than that my kind 
Preſerver's Wound 
Appears without a Mark ot Danger. 
And that my abler Gratitude may know 
To whom the future Service of my Life 
Is due, your Pardon, Sir, if I preſume 
To ask the Name of my Deliverer. 
Per. Not for the World's Dominion dare I own it : 


FR 7 7% 
The Service you've receiv'd (in being, Sir, 
So much, what Man for Man in Honour's bound 
To do) ſhou'd hope no more return, than what's 
Already paid; therefore | beg I may 
Conceal my Name, lelt | ſhow'd ſeem to put 
You on the Thought of farther Gratituds.' | 
Bla. Your Title to command me, Sir, may thus 1 
Deprive me of the Means, tho' not the Will to thank .F 
you. | 14 
Vet let me, cho unknown, thus far intreat you, . 
That till your urgent Buſineſs calls you hence, if. 
B 5 You'l! * 
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You'll pleaſe to make this humble Roof your own. 
Call forth my Daughter. [T2 his Servan 
Serv. My Lord, I hear her coming. 
Per. Keep down my buſy Heart ; nor let thy Joy 
Confeit, betray thee to thy Hope's undoing. Aide. 


Enter Tzadora. 


Iza. My Father! Let the Gods for ever thus pro- 
tect him! 
T have been told the Dangers you've eſcap'd, 
And my tranſported Heart can bear no bounds. [ Ex- 
bracing his Knees. 
Bla. Tis well, my Daughter, and I thank thy Love; 
But as thou ſtill wou'dit have me think my Life 
To thee is dear, to the kind Author of 
Thy Joy aſſiſt me in my Thanks—to this 
Molt generous Stranger pour thy Praiſes forth, [Per. 
bows to Iza. 
Whoſe Life —— has preſerv'd thy Father. 
1za. O all y' Indulgent Powers! Pero/la! [ Afide,and 
Ver j1y'&. 
Bla. So only ſhall I judge of thy regard to me, 
As to his timely Virtue thou art juſt: 
'T'is now our mutual Cauſe of grateful Honour, 
Therefore I charge thee by that ſacred Thought, 
'Fune all thy Sex's ſweet harmonious Charms, 
E xert the thrilling Soſtneſs of thy beauteous Eyes 
o ſooth his Soul, loſe no attempt to gain 
Ihe honeſt Power of ev'n relieving Gratitude. 
Per. What dothe Gods intend me #{ Ade, and pleas d. 
[=a. (to Bla.) Sure, Sir, in ſuch a Cauſe, howe'er 
Aly Ignorance may err, you cannot doubt my Will: 
For judge me, Oye aweful Powers ! If ever Act, 
"That human V irtue yet might boaſt, cou'd more 
Oblige my Senſe, or fill my Heart with half the Joy, 
As what this generous Stranger has perform'd: 
Now, on my soul, it was a Godlike Deed ; 
And fince by your Inſtruction, Sir, I ſpeak, 
Forgive me, if my grateful Heart confeſſes, 


' unweary'd Tongue cou'd dwell for ever on its Praiſe» 


Bla. Ha! [Pla] 
Per. 


122 
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Per. (to Iza) Such Praiſes ſung by = inchanting q 
N otes g 
Might lift the Coward to aſpiring Thoughts: 
Therefore take heed, thou bounteous, lovely Maid, 
Leſt what thy Virtue may intend me well, 
My vainer Hepes ſhou'd wreſt to my Undoing. 
Bla. By all my Joys he kindles to my Withes ! 
Iza. O never can | reach thy due of Praile ! 
Molt glorious Youth, thou Darling of the Gods ! 
For atter this fo unforeſeen a Chance, 
That led thee forth to ſo renown'd a Deed, 
How many great and glorious Actions more 
Muſt we conclude their providential Care, 
For thy ſole Virtue has reſerv'd ? 
Bla. She too delighted in her Sex's Pride, 
Exerts her pointed Charms, and like 
Th' ambitious Hero in his Arms ſucceſs, 
Feels no Remorſe, or Conſcience in her Conqueſts. 


[ Afide, 
Ia. Such Actions make the tend'reſt Gratitude— 
A Duty. [To Perolla. 


Bla. Thou God of Love! God of reſiſtleſs Fires, 
Who oft in female Hearts with Triumph ſeeit 
'Th' unlook'd-for Changes of thy wanton Power, 
Now to thy aged Votary lend thy Ear, 
O! to the Follies of her former Love 
Add yet one more, that may attone the Guilt! 
Grant her vile Paſſion for Perolla's Charms, 
The nobler Flame of this ex Youth 
Surmounting may efface, and end my Fears; 
Let what her ſceming Virtue wou'd deſtroy, 
Her more implor'd Inconſtancy preſerve, 
And on Pacuwias' Blood exert my full Revenge. [45 /-. 
Per. Now then's the Proof of this avow'd Compaſſion, 
The Gods at laſt in pity of my Love [/ la. aide. 
Have giv'n thee now molt providential means 
T” elude thy Father's Hate, and crown my Wiſte ; 
Thou ſeeſt he courts thee to engage my Paſſion, 
Let then what his Injuſtice wou'd retule 
Perolla be at once the Cauſe and juſt 
Excuſe of thy Compliance. Ol my Heart 


It 
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If now thy Hopes are loſt, not B/acias' Hate, 
But [zadora's Cruelty deitroys thee. 

[za. Diſmiſs theſe vain and groundleſs Fears: For by 
'The endleſs Obligations which I owe thee, 
No Bonds, no Bribes, or Threats of Power oppos'd, 
Shall ſhake my Firmneſs of proteſted Faith; 
Therefore mcthinks thy undiſcourag'd Love, 
W hich yet untir'd has trod the rocky Paths ot Honour, 
Shou'd not at lait deiponding change its way, 
Or ute th' inglorious Limbs of low ; Tra 
Toclimb the Mountain Summit of its Joy : 
Since thy enduring Virtue has in me 
Subued the Force of an inherent Scorn, 
Why ſhou'd the Plaints our perſiſling Duty 
Deſpair of Pity from the conquer'd Blactus ? 
You ſha'nt reproach me with that grieving Look, 
Since what I mean's but to deſerve Pero//a. 

Per. Thou art my Fate, and muil diſpoſe me. 
(To Bla.) I hope your Favour will excuſe my Fault, 
If the Engagement of your Daughter's Charms 
Have made me, Sir, forget my ſelf to you. 

Bla. Your Actions, Sir, io tar have bound me yours, 
There's no way left you to increaſe the Debt, 
But to inform me how ſome Part I may repay. 

Per. Not that I think my Service can deſerve 
The friendly Freedom I wou'd beg to take; 
Yet not to ſlight your Generolity, 
Vouchſafe me then your leave to know, how far 
This Fair-One's Heart, or your confider'd Thoughts, 
In promis'd Love or Marriage ſtand engag'd ? 

Bla. How far the ripening Folly of her Sex 
May ſecret have inclin'd her Heart, were hard 
To ſay But for my ſelf, my Promiles 
Are yet unmade, and were it poſſible 
Thy leaſt inclining Thought had made thee curious, 
By all the flatter'd Hopes of my Ambition, 
Moſt generous Stranger, I am yet to know 
The Man my Wiſhes wou'd prefer to thee. 

Per. Take heed, nor flatter into Hope a Wretch, 
Whole Heart wou'd burn in unoffending Fires. 


Bla. To give thee then a Proof, I mean my Words 5 
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If as thy Deeds have ſpoke thee, thou canſt prove 
Thee born of noble Blood, this gratetul Hand 
(Regardleſs of thy Fortune, tho' depreſs'd) 
With Joy, ſhall yield thee up a Father's Right, 
To urge Obedience, or perſuade her Love 
To crown thy Wiſhes with deſerv'd Poſſeſſion, 

Per. If then my Birth and Fortune both I prove 
Not, equal to the nobleſt Roman's Boalt, 
Let, Sir, at once your Scorn deſtroy my Hopes, 
And ſpurn me as my Arrogance deſerves. 

Bla. Thus then to what my Honour has propos'd, 
Thus kneeling to th' atteſting Gods I ſwear 


Iza. Oh! hold! My too kind Father, yet forbear 
Your Oath 


Bla. 


Tears ? 


Ira. With Joy to give you now a Proof ſevere, 
How tenderly my trembling Heart prefers 
Your Quiet to its own : To let you ſee 
No Thought of Happineſs can yet ſurmount 
The hone!t Paſhon of my Filial Love: 
Tho' now, what you with Oaths have offer'd toperform, 
Perform'd wou'd crown the utmoſt Wiſhes of my Soul; 
Yet let me rather ſtarve my Hopes for ever, 
Than by a Wile of guilty Silence bind 
Your cheated Honour to reward my Love. 
Bla. My ſtartled Thoughts! 


1za. For know, this generous Stranger, whom the 
Gods 


(In kind addition to his Flame's Defert) 

Had ſure decreed ſhou'd fave my Father's Life, 

Whom you, unprejudic'd, ſo high have prais'd, 
Whoſe glorious Actions have o'er-priz'd my Heart, 
Whom your Commands have preis'd me to receive, 
(O! hear me with Compaſſion) is Perol/a. ¶ Kneeling. 

Bla. Ha! 

Iza. The ſame Perolla, whom your anxious Fears 
So ſtrict have warn'd me to avoid; yet he, | 
Whoſe Love our Fate ſeems fince to have reſoly'd 
Shou'd prove at laſt the medicinal Balm 
To heal the Rancour of our Houſes' Hate. 


Too kind! What mean thy riddling 


Bla. 
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Bla. Diſtraction ! has my Error's Dotage too [/Ya/s. 
ing thought 
Conſenting ſooth'd him in his fatal Love 5 * 
* My Lord, I find you are, as I foreſaw you, 
tun 
To feel your Honour piung'd in ſuch Extreams ; 
But yet f Modeity might ſpeak ——— 
Bla. Paciwias) Sim) Remorielels Powers! W hy was 
That hateful Hand reſerv'd to give me Life, 
From which my Death had been the eafier pain ? 
Judge me your le: ves, in all that Life's whole Courſe, 
Cou'd ever yet Reproach confront me with 
An AQ, that ought t have dy'd my Cheeks with Shame. 
Why then this dire Diſtreſs upon my Soul, 
That to my Boſom I muit either take 
The Man, whom to inceſſant Rage I hate, 
Or to the World's inquiring Tongues expos'd, 
Muſt ſtain my Fame by foul Ingratitude ? [Ta di 
order d. 
Iza. (Ie Per.) Give him his Thoughts, and let his 
Paſſions cool, 
His Temper ne'er was long oppos'd to Pity. 
Bla. No! no! [ Beating his Breaſt ] 
I'm not ſo wretched as my Fancy makes me, 
The ſelf-ſame Hand, that ſav'd, unthank'd, this Life, 
Has robb'd a Father of his ripe Revenge ! 
Pacuwius murtheruus Hope's not only loſt, 
But by his Son defeated ! He, whom his Heart's Price 
So fondly loves, protecting me has prov'd 
His greateſt Curſe, and rakes his harrow'd Soul 
Nay he, Perolla too has now himſelf undone : 
Had I been kill'd the Bar had been remov'd ; 
Then unoppos'd he had enjoy'd his Love, 
And o'er m' inſulted Grave had danc'd his [oy 
But he has ſav'd his Foe to blaſt thoſe IIc pe, 
And daſh his Paſhon with purſu'd Deſpair, 
Per. Deſpair's the ſureſt Stab to reach my teat, 
Or if you think I may outlive that Wound, 
Since my dire Father's undefended Crimes 
So juſtly have provok'd your due Revenge, 
Let your keen Sword now wreak it en the Son. 3 
eng 
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Behoid my Breaſt unguarded to your Rage, 
To meet the Cure of iny reſiſtleſs Ruin. 
Bla. Yet truſt me not too far: For tho' thou ſav'dſt 


My hated Life Thou'rt ſtill Pacuwius Son. 

Per. I neither can deny, or dare defend my Birth : 
But e' er your Juſtice lifts her fatal Hand 
To cut this Gordian of diſſolveleſs Love, 
To the chaſte Memory of its purer Flame, 
Be in your conſcious Heart this Truth recorded, 
That had the tender [zadora's Soul | 
Not priz'd your Mind's dear Peace beyond her own, 
This cruel Rage, that now deſtroys our Hopes, 
Had in diſpenſeleſs Oaths been bound to crown em. 

Bla. O my Soul's Joy ! My pious /zadora! [ Em- 

bracing her. 
Ea. My Father ſtill, and ſtill belov'd as ever. 
Bla. Which way ſhall my Indulgence thank thy 
Love's 

Sodear Concern for my endanger'd Honour ? 

Iza. O! Ask not that dire Queſtion of my Fears, 
Unleſs your conquer'd Paſſion cou'd, like mine 
Sub du'd. reſolve to anſwer its Engagements. 

Ha. O bleeding Conflict of reſiſted Nature; 
O Guchke Youth ! [ Throwing himſelf at Perolia's Feet, 
bend me bluſhing to the Earth, I fink, 
born wich red Confuſion at my Shame; 
For I confets thou not deſerv'ſt my Hate ; 
but there's a Bar in my fierce Nature's Pride, 
An indora Horror of Pacavius Blood, 
hat will not be ſubdu'd in thy behalf: 
4ircritore. by all my Wrongs to thy apparent Merit, 
| row ccnjure thee rouze thy generous Soul, | 
And turn thy truitleſs Love of me and mine þ 
Into the aobler Fire of blameleſs Scorn. 11 

Per. Now, by my Hopes in [zadora's Truth, 
My friendly Heart bleeds inward at your Pain, . 
And melts in pity of your erring Pathon. [ Raiſing un 

Za O lend a Thought to my worn Age's Wee! 
Weigh but the vait Extreams of my Diſtreis; 9 
An] ve thy felt the Judge of my Miſdoing : 1 
Spcak, I conjure thee, from thy conſcious Heart, 

| St | 
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I:'t fit, that he whoſe Father ſought my Life, 
The Son of him that has betray'd the Cauſe 
Ot Rome, and fince has wrought my Brother's Death ! 
Shou'd from my Hand receive my Daughter's Heart, 
And make, by my enduring, ſuch vile Crimes my own? 
[za. Ist fit your wild Revenge ſhou'd blind purſue 
The guiltleſs, and the Friend of Rome? 
Bla. Shall Blacius be allied to an A ſſaſſin's Son? 
Ixa That Son, whoſe Sword oppos'd his Father's 
Crime! 
Bla. Mix with that Blood my native Honour hates ? 
* dy generous Blood that ſtream'd in your De- 
nce | | 
Per. Yet bows ſubmiſſi ve to your full Revenge! 
Bla. O cruel Honour] that my Arms retus'd 
The honeſt means to take it. 
How now ! what means thy breathleſs Haſte ? 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, your Pardon for this bold Intruſion! 
Paſſing juſt now by Lord Pacuvius Gate, 
I ſaw the Guards of Hannibal come forth, 
When ſtrait an Officer o'ertook their ſpeed, 
And told 'em, they muſt make a Moment's Halt, 
For that th' intended Search of Blacius' Houſe 
Was now referr'd to Lord Pacuvius Care. 
Bla. What can this mean? Art ſure thou'rt not 
deceiv'd ? 
Ser. I'm ſure, my Lord, and as they march'd along 
J heard one ſmiling to his Comrade ſay, 
Pacuvius were a Friend indeed, if to 
The Cauſe of Carthage he cou'd force his Son. 
More I had heard, but that I thought my haſte 
Might better ſerve you by this timely notice. Tek 
Bla. IT thank thy Care: Bar faſt the Gates, to gain 
If poſſible a Moment 'fore their Entrance. 

But on your Lives reſiſt em not——away. [| Ex. Serv. 
And now, Peralla, thou ſhalt ſee 
Per. That your Revenge has found at laſt 

The fated Ruin of my Fortune, and 
My Love—This Search I know is made for me. 


La. 
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Ia. O lot Peralla O for pity yet 
My deareſt Father 
Bla. Yes! yes! my Daughter now again I'm free, 
My painful Honour is at laſt reliev'd ; 
He ſav'd my Life, and I in double Thanks 
Return him his: For he defending mine, 
Found his Reward ; but I now ſaving his, 
Foreknow that I may meet my Puniſhment. 
Fierce Hannibal be ſure will full reſent 
The dar'd Concealment of his greateſt Foe ; 
But yet to let thee ſee my Honour ſcorns, 
Tho' on the Man I hate, a baſe Revenge, 
This way lies thy Safety ; what Horſes or 
What Servants for thy Flight are requiſite, 
Freely command, and thank me in thy Speed. 
1za. Muſt he then go deſpairing of your Friendſhip? 
Bla. Ungrateful Girl! — not thy Lover's Life 
Reward thee well for my prevented Oath ? 
Nay, if thou'rt fond to meet thy Ruin, ſtay, [To Pe- 
A Life for Life is all thou canſt implore, Cralla. 
But never think of /zadora more. 
Per. Recall that Thought, or Life's not worth re- 
celving 3 
If Death's my Doom, here wou'd I chuſe to meet it. 
| [ Kneeling to 12a. 
[za. O yet, Perolla, ſave thy lateſt Hopes, 
By all th' Endearments of our Friendſhip paſt, 
do conjure thee fly, and eaſe my Fears, 
My Obligations yet are unreturn'd, 
And I muit have thee live for Name, 
And [:adora's Peace. Uſe not a With 
In a 3 Bat haſte, while yet the Geds can ſave 
thee. 
Per. Who wou'd not trembling fear his Death, 
When beautcous [zadzra wou'd preſerve him ? 
Supported in that Thought, I fly my Fate, 


To tave my hopes of conquering Blacius' Hate [ Ex Per. 


Bla. You Tzaaara now tetlre, [ wou'd 
Alone receive Pacas us. 


It. The Gods 


Detend my Father, and the Friends of Rome. Ex. Iza. 
? 


Bla. 
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Bla. At length my anxious Honour is reliev'd, 
The Combat now with juſtice is determin'd, 
And o'er Pacutius Blood I'm itill victorious—Sok ! 
He comes in Smiles to meet his Diſappointment, 


Enter Pacuvius. 


Pac. So Blacius“ 
Thou ſee'ſt at laſt I've deign'd to viſt thee. 
Bla. My Pride too is in part abated: For 
I own thou never cou'dit to me arrive 
More welcome. 
Pac. If thy Life's ſo burthenſome, 
Perhaps from ancient Friendſhip I may yet 
'Think ft to make thee bear it longer. 
Bla. When Hannibal ſhall know (as I beſure 
Will ſoon inform him) that thy Fears 
In private Spite have dar'd t'aſſaſſin thoſe, 
Whom he's firm bound in Honour to protect, 
Thy feeble Power of Life or Death from him 
Deriv'd, thy weakeſt Foes ſecure may laugh at. 
Pac. Be not ſo joy d to think thou'ſt ſcap'd my Hand. 
Bla. There muit be Joy, where there's ſuch ſweet. 
Revenge ; 
For know yet more to gall thy feſter'd Soul, 
Thy own lov'd Son Perolla was the Man, 
Whoſe friendly Sword preſerv'd thy mortal Foe, 
And laid thy bleeding Malice at my Feet. 
Pac. This News is ſtale—and the ſharp Pang it gave 
mes paſt. 
He knew thee not, and therefore I forgive him: 
But thou, I hear, as ignorant of him, 
To thy own Manſion brought'it him bleeding home; 
And wer't in that, 'tis more than probable, 
Thy felf the Pandar to thy Daughter's Flame. 
Bla. Tis falſe. | 
For when I knew his hateful Name, he found 
"That Scorn reviv'd which to his Blood was due; 
But when [I heard his Services to me 
Had ftirr'd thy Fury to purſue his Lale d 
1 wav'd a while my prudent Hate to him, 
And let him ſcape to diſappoint Pacuvius. 


Pac. 
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Pac. Poor ſhallow-ſighted Man! Pacavius thanks 
thy Care; 
For wou'd have him live when thou art dead, 
(Which ſoon will be) to keep thy reſtleſs Ghott 
In waketul Terrors of thy Daughter's Honour : 
Mean while (for thy flow Brain, I fee, divines 
Not yet the Cauſe that brought me hither) Guards, 
Appear. 'I was not Perolla, but thy ſelf [ Enter Guard'. 
came to ſeize, and as a Traytor to the 1I'rutt 
Of Hannibal, demand thee forth to Juſtice. 
Bla. Traytor's a Name that better fits 
Pacuwias' Morals: Blacius ſcorns thy Slander. 
Pac. I know thou'rt proud; but we flall prove thee 
Traytor '! 
This Letter from Rome's Conſul ſhou'd have come 
To thee ; 'tis better as it is: And now 
Whene'er his dreadful Army ſhal! think fit 
T*approach Salapia's Walls, I ſay again 
The Fraytor B/acius' Head upon the Brutian Gate 
Shall be the Signal of Pacuvius arm'd to face em 
Bla. O fatal Chance! Rome then and Blacius are no 
more 
Tell my Daughter what has happen'd. [J , Servant. 
Pac. Now! wretched Blacius Art thou yet ccn- 
vinc'd | 
Pacuvins has redeem'd his loſt Revenge, 
And wrought at laſt thy more aſſur'd Deſtruction? 
Bla. What Office doſt thou hold of Hannibal? 
For this to me ſeems ſo contemptible, 
It ſpeaks the Spirit of Pacuwius loſt. 
Pac. This Infolence I yet ſhall humble. 
Bla. Thou ! thou tireſt me—pertorm thy Office. 
Pac. Since thou'rt in haſte for Death—Condutt him, 
Guards. 
Thus hopeleſs by the Hand of Juſtice ſeiz'd, 
The hardieſt Traytors will affect a Smile. 
Bla. And Village Curs thus bay the Lion in the 
Toil. [Excunt. 


The End of the Third At. 
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Enter Portius, meeting Izadora. 
Port. HOU hapleſs Daughter of my deareſt 


Friend, 

Hard- fated Offspring of my Siſler's Love, 
Forgive this rude Intruſion on thy Griets, 
That begs to join thee in a kindred Woe : 
In thee, methinks, dread Martias Looks revive, 
Such were thy Mother's youthful Charms, that Bioom, 
The ſame diſtreſsful Luſtre in her Eyes, 
In ſuch Heart wounding Grace of Woe fhe mov'd, 
When the victorious happier Blacius then 
From dear-bought Conqueit home return'd, in Tears 
Ran through the Battel paſt, and clos'd it with 

'Fhe mournful Story of her Father's Death. 
I Jza. O fatal Omen! Is then Blacius dead? 

Port. Not dead, but dying doom'd to die! 

Ixa. Heart-breaking Thought! 

Port. Fierce Hanniful to make his Rage appear 
More the Effect of Juſtice, than Revenge | 
Againſt his Life in all the cruel Forms 
Ot ſeeming Law proceeding has condemn'd him, 
'Tho' the ole Proof of his pretended Charge 
Was a late Letter from the Contul ſent 
To Blacius, by Pacuwins intercepted : 

But where's the need of Proof when his vile Judges 
knew 

That Innocent or Guilty found of this, 

They for his cordial: Conſtancy to Rome 

Had pre-reſolv'd his Death, | 


Ev'n 
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Ey'n now [ heard his bloody Sentence given, 

Which e'er the morrow's Neon decrees him dead, 

And (which the fell Pacuvius mov'd) his Head 

Upon the Brutian Gate erected on a Spear to ſtand 

In vengeful Terror to the Friends of Rome. 

Ia. O rueful Sound! O Deluge of 

Redundant Woe! O Blacius! Blacius ! 

Where's now the pitying Hand that can redeem thee ? 
Port. Can we not ſtart a Thought to his Relief? 
Iza. Alas I fear 'tis now too late: But yet 

(For I too well foreſaw what ſince has fall'n) 

Laſt Night, when firſt my moderated Tears 

Wou'd give my ebbing Reaſon leaveto flow, 

By a near Friend, a Letter I diſpatch'd 

To brave Perolla in the Roman Camp, 

In hope t'avert my wretched Father's Fate, 

Tho' what it begs I frar's too late propos'd. 

Port. But is there yet no Anſwer to theſe Hopes? 
Ixa. None yet's arriv'd, which makes me now de- 
ſpair. ä | 
Pak Have you inform'd my Brother of this Letter ? 
Ixa. Alas! I durſt not yet, leſt it 
Shou'd more incenſe his diſappointed Rage 
Againſt my vain Aſſurance in Perolla. 


Enter a Page to Izadora. 


Pag. Madam, the Meſſenger, whom you laſt Night 
Diſparch'd, is juſt return'd, and brings you this. [Gires 
za. My trembling Fears! Perollas Hand. [a Letter. 
Port. Good News ! Dear Fortune ! 
za. Quick let me read, it can't be worſe to know; 
Now Portius, for our Hope's Relief or Ruin 
(Reads) For Blacius as the cordial Friend of Rome, 
- * I've gain'd o'th' Conſul your propos'd Relief. 
O joyful Tidings! 
But as I knew him [zadora's Father, 
* I thought my Friendſhip was but half per- 
form'd, 
* Till I had farther begg'd tobe my ſelf 
The folecommiſſion'd Envoy in his Cauſe. 
Generous Peralla 


Part. 
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Part. A Friend indeed ! : 
{za. * This firſt Advice not long will reach you, &er 
* You'll hear Perolla is arriv'd to aſk | 
Of Hannibal his Audience, and Diſpatch. 
Yes, cruel Father, now my Heart grows bold, 
Now I with Courage can reproach that Rage 
That cou'd ſo ill repay thy wrong'd Preſerver's Love. 
Port. What in this Juncture can my Care periorm 
To help my Brother's Fortune? 
za. To Lord Pacuwvius' Houſe, where Hannibal 
Refides, inſtant repair to meet Perolla : 
Your Entrance on th' Occaſion will be free 
To hear his Audience, and their whole Debate; 
While I to my afflicted Father fly 
To raite hi: finking Spirits from Deſpair. 

Port. I'm gone, and hope ro'ertake you ſoon 
With his confirm'd Relief [ Exit Portius. 
Ixa. O Godlike Youth! O truly great Perel/a! 

Who tho' my cruel Father's Hate to thee 

Had render'd thy Neglect of him too juſt, 

Vet in this ſecond Service to forget that Wrong, 

Has io excus'd my endleſs Gratitude to thee, 

That what his Paſſion late miſcall'd my Di:ubedience, 
His Reaſon mutt at lait confeſs my Virtue. [ Exit. 


The SCENE opening, diſcovers Hannibal on a Chair 
of State giving Audience ta Peralla ; Pacuvius, Por- 
tius, and others attending. 


Han. Renown'd Perolla! Tis with Grief we ſee 
Such early Virtue erring in its Sword: 
Metkinks th' Example of thy Father's Care, 
Whoſe early Application to our Friendſhip 
Has wiſely ſav'd his Fortunes from our Spoil, 
Might better have inſtructed thee to act, 
Than blindly thus to hold thee in a Cauſe, 
Whom neither Gods befriend, nor Arms can fave 
Per. My Lord, great Hannibal 
Admit what but your Hopes ſuppoſe were true, 
Can Honour find my Virtue an 3 


To leave my Country for its ſinking Cauſe? 


Which molt diſtreis'd then molt commands my * 
an, 
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Han. When pleading Nature, or when Filia! Love, 

Beſpeak you to regard a Parent's Peace, 

Th'Excuſe were not fo difficult to find. 

Per. I wou'd be juſt to both, and hope I am; 

I love my Country, I revere my Father; 

And while I bleed for Rome, — I weep for him. | 
Han. Yet draw your Sword, reſolv'd againſt his Cauſe. 
Per. I cannot leave my Country, if I wou'd, 

| 'Tisto forſake my ſelf, or to ſuppoſe me born 

Zut for myſelf, and not in general Good 

Of my defended Fellow-Creatures Lives : 

Creatures irrational, the Birds, the Beaſts, 

For common Safety flock and herd together; 

Wou'd it not ſtart ev'n Nature to behold 

The home-bred Dove forſake her fruitful Neſt, 

And fetch the Vulture to deſtroy her Young ? 

The horned Ram t'o'erleap the Ev'ning Fold, 

| And call the Wolf to prey upon his Rind ? 

Such ſeems to me the ſtartling Horror of 

Forſaking Rome: I know not if Terr: 

| My Father ſent me early tothe War, 

Perhaps but half inſtructed in the World : 

| For F; for Intereit, for Fear, or Love, 

A Man, unſham'd, may leave his Country's Caule, 

"Tis, I confeſs, a Depth in Politicks, 

| His eager Fondneſs never taught my Youth. 

Han. Now then be better to thy Good inform'd, 
Our Friendſhip to thy Father's Merit has 

; Inclin'd our Mercy to preſerve his Son: 

| Thy Terms, Perw/a, ſhall be honourable, 

| Rewards far nobler than thy Sword can gain, | 
If thou'it in time embrace our Cauſe, and not 

By vain Reſutance make t Ruin ſure. 

Per. That's yet to know, or ſay twere known, 9 
prize the warlike Harnibals Efteem, 

Pl not derive it from another, but my lelf, 

12 
Not my great Birth, but Virtue thall deſerve it: 

Por Rome luccelslefs, as the ſeems, ſhall find 
| She's then a fatter Friend of firm Perolla. 

In all our Camp there's not a Roman Heart, 
But thinks his fingle Sword a better Guard 
C 
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Than the beſt proffer d Mercy of our Foes : 
But that my Vanity no longer may 
Seem pleas d to ſee you court my Sword in vain, 
To all your Greatneſs has or can propoſe, 
This is the final Anſwer I ſhall make: 
That Death's not half ſo terrible to me, 
As Lite in Friendſhip with the Foes of Rome. 
Han. Since to our profter'd Mercy thou'rt ſo deaf, 
I've ſaid; and leave thee to thy Fate deſerv'd. 
Pac. [Aide ] Ol that 3 without a Pang wou'd 
Me love the ſtubborn Virtue of this Boy [let 
Ha. Nor hope, when ivon thy Ruin falls, that then 
Thy Birth or hy Submiiton ſhall arreſt [Turning fort 
The vengeful Fury of our Sword defy'd. to Perolla. 
Proceed we now to the Aﬀeir: in hand, 
Diſcharge thee ſtrait, we ate p:cpar'd to hear, 
What in the Conſul's Name (leu woud'ſt demand. 


Per. Thus then, [Takes his Chair. 


From Fabius, Conſul of the Ran Arms, 

To Hainibal his martial Foe renown'd, 
Have I in fair Commiſſion to propoſe: 

The Conſul late inform'd, that Blactus Life 

On ſome Pretence ſtands forteit to thoſe Laws, 
Which thy new ſtarted arbitrary Force 

Upon the enſlav'd Salapians has itnpos'd ; 

Yet waves the Wrong, or Juſtice of his Cauſe, 
Preſuming that thy Will condemns his Life, 

And from his grateful Senſe of Blaciu, Virtues, 
Knowing, his Faith to Rome has ſtirred thy Rage, 
To bribe thy Fury from the Brave in Chains, 

He yields thee offer'd for hic Life preſerv'd, 
Thrice fifty Lyb:an Captives ſree, reſtor'd, 

Which by the Morrow's Dawn ſhall join thy Force, 
From their ditgraceful, {wordleſs Bonds redeem'd, 
New arm'd for Battel to retrieve their Honour: 
This, if approv'd, ſhall now be ratify'd ; 

If not, I'm farther bid to tell thee then, | 
Such Mercy, as thou ſhew'it to Blacius) Life, 

Will he thy Brother Aſdrubal with all 

That now are Captive to his Arms afford ; | 
Who when this wrong'd Patrician bleeds, ſhall fall 


With him reveng'd, a mutual Sacrifice. Has. 
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Han. Tell the warm Conſul, Hannibal preſumes, 
That when his Raſhneſs ſent ſo bold a Meflage, 
He thought not ſure of Camy's fatal Field, 
Forgot the meaſur'd Rings from the dead Hands 
Of Roman Knights deſpoil'd ſent thence to Carthage; 
Or had he ponder'd our victorious Arms 
Near fam'd Trebeia's Flood, or YMraſime ne. 
At late Ticinum, or Salapia, now 
He'd known that Hannibal might ſmile when threatned. 
We'll give the Romans Proof, that we our Laws 
Due Courſe and Execution more regard 
Than all the Threats of their preſumptuous Arms: 
Nor if we fear'd cou'd we thoſe Lives deplore, 
Who being Captives will deſerve their Fate: 
For Bl/acius' Death, it ſtands irrevocable, 
Nor ſhou'd the Fate of Hannibal prevent it. 
My Lord Pacuwving, give our Orders ſtrait 
Tere a Scaffold in th'Alarum Place, 
On which, before the Morning Sun declines, 
The Traytor Blacius, as condemr'd, ſhall bleed: 
For thee, Pero/la, four Hours are thy Time allow'd 
For thy Departure to the Romny Camp; 
And thole expiring, thy Protection ends, 
Found in Sa/apia then we treat thee as 
The Fee of Carthage, and the Spy of Rome. 
Thus teil the flatter'd Conſul we reſolve: 
And fo farewell [ Zxit Hannibal azd his Officers. 
Per. l've yet a Life nich can't be better loſt, 
Than in the Cauſe of K ne ard Ixadhra. 
Alt ſhall be 1c and Hannibal may yet 
Repent thoſe Hours allow'd me for my ſtay. [ ide. 
„iy Friends, before we leave Galapia, 
Shall want your ableſt Counſel, and your Courage. 
[To bis Folloxers. 


Pacuvius Returns. 
Pac. I know not why—but cannot part, methinks, 
Till, as | ought, I've ihewn this wilful Bo 
My glad Refentment cf his Hope's Deſeat. Aide 
Per. But ſoft my Father 
Pac, Now violent Peralla, art thou 1 et 
C 2 Con- 
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Convinc'd, the Gods aſſert Pacuwius' Cauſe ? 
Blacius, my hateful Foe, thou ſee ſt at laſt 
Not all thy diſobedient Friendſhip cou'd 
Preſerve: His Life now bleeds within the Law, 
And with the Morn expiring, gluts my full Revenge 
Per. The Gods, that gave me Senſe of Right or 
Wrong, | 
Gave me my Virtue to abide my Choice ; 
And Virtue tells me, they alone ſhou'd fear, 
Who know the wilful Errors of their Hearts ; 
But there's a native Courage in the Life 
Of Innocence, that never knows Deſpair. 
Pac. Know then at once to cruſh thy Hopes for ever, 
This Moment I from Hannibal receiv'd 
Repeated Orders for curs'd Blacias Death, 
For which my ſelf am going now to bar 
Him cloſe, and bid his ebbing Hours prepare. 
Per. And can you think, while he's of Roman Blood, 
But it muſt fill his Heart-with Pride, and Joy 
To hear you bring the News that tells him of 
His own full Glory, and his Foes Diſhonour ! 
Pac. Honour from thee ! Ihou Son of Blacius ! 
[ In Paſſion. 
Per. Ofloſt Pacuwius, and deſerted Rome / [ Tenderly. 
Pac. Remember [zadora / 
Per. Carthage! 
Pac. Izadora ! 
Per. Rome! Diſhonour! 
Pac. Love | 
Per. Forſaken Nome 
Pac. Revenge! Revenge ! [Exeunt ſeverally. 


Blacius iz Priſon, and Izadora. 


Bla. Why wilt thou ſtill on this ungrateful Theme 
Purſue my lateſt Hours with new Diſquiet ? 
Ia. Is it ſuch Pain to loſe your Hate for one 
That has to ſuch Extreams deſerv'd your Love; 
O! hard Severity ! 
Is what your own Inſtructions have advanc'd 
In my Obſervance urg'd to my Reproach ? 
That I'm a little grateful, where ſo far oblig'd ? 


Ott have you ſaid, Twas Honour rul'd your Hate Sun 
t 
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Still be that ſacred Principle obey'd, 
And Honour now as full demands your Love, 
Such Obligations, and ſuch Friendſhip prov'd, 
'Tis now impoſſible your Hate can flight 
Without that Stain, which moſt 1 know you loath, 
The hateful Stain of ſcorn'd Ingratitude. 
Bla. Fond thoughtleſs Girl! have I 
Not giv'n him, for my Life preferv'd, his Life! 
And for this fecond Service, which thou boaſt'ſt, 
What is it more than Honour binds him to? 
Am I not fetter'd in the Cauſe of Nome? 
W hich he (in Care of me) but juttly ſerves; 
IIis Country ſerv'd is Service to himſelf. 
Had he not come my Advocate for Life, 
The generous Conſul fli!l ſome other wou'd 
Have ſent mere welcome to my grateful Thoughts 
Now, on my Soul, I rather think in him, 
To ak the Office ſeems the cloſe Reſult 
Of brooding Nal:ce, and inſulting Pride. 
He knew my Temper was not to be moy'd - 
By ought his Soul was capable to act, 
And therefore thought his Glare of Friendſhip wou'd, 
If lighted, fink me in the World's Eſteem, 
And fo revenge him on my honeſt Scorn : 
But he ſhall find, ev'n in theſe humble Chains, 
My Mind's yet free, nor bends to tame Diſhonour : 
While I have Senſe, I till with Pride ſha!l ſnew 
My Hate to curs'd Pacuwius Blood, which never ſha! ! 
But with my laſt breath'd Life expire. | 


Enter Pacuvius, with the Provef. 


Pac. Why then, before the Morrow's friendly Noon- 
Expiring Blacius is no more my Foe! 

[za. Some Guardian God protect my Father 

Pac. I come to take of thee my laſt triumphant Leave 
Thy Hope in vain, Perolla's Friendſhip's loſt, 
This Moment Hannibal has warn'd him hence 
With fruitleſs Labour for thy Life's Reprieve, 
And to compleat thy Woes, Pacudius comes 
W ith proſperous Puwer to warn thee to thy Fate. 


Ixa. Support me, Heav'n! 
C 3 BE. 
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Bla. Why then, Farewel, Pacuwius / 
Nor cou'd my Fate more pleaſe my parting Soul, 
Than to conceive how dear thy Hate to me 
Has cot thee in thy Fame: Thy Honour loſt, 
Thy native Country's Weal betray'd, have made 
Thy Vengeance mine, in thee abhorr'd to Ages; 
My Triumph's purchas'd with inferiour Blame, 
I've. held my Hate, and yet prelerv'd my Fame. 

[ Ex. Blacius with the Proc. 

[za. O! whither is my wretched Father borne? 
If to devouring Death, ſupport me to 
His aged Arms, to bathe FA Boſom with 
My :atelt Tears, and with his Hopes expire. 

Pac. Y ou cannot paſls——let me ſurvey thee full 
Art thou the flatter'd Beauty, that preſumes 
With ſubtile Arts t'enſlave the ſtubborn Son 
Of wrong d Pacuwius, and debaſe his Blood ? 

Za. Not io: Tho' I'm that wretched Maid forlorn, 
Whole long obedient Hate to you and yours, 

The forceful Virtues of Perolla have 

Diſſolv'd : I cou'd not with relentleſs Eyes 
Behold his Paſſion, and his Faith to Rome ; 

Tho! leſs the Lover than the Hero mov'd me. 
Oh! had our jarring Parents Feud not been 

1% the laſt Senſe ot Nature deaf: Their Hate 
Like ours ſubdu'd, had made loſt Rome victorious, 
Their Children happy, and their Fames immertal. 
But that remorieleis tury now has plung'd us all 
In one inevitable Ruin: Blactus dies, 

The bleeding Heart of Ixachra's broke: 

Peraiia, hopeleſs in the Cauſe of Rome, 

Reſign'd to Sorrow, drags a wretched Being. 
And loit Pacuvias, if he's human, mutt detpair. 

Pac. Deſpair's a Paſſion, that ſuch love-hck Minds 
As thine in Diſappointments only feel ; 

Weak Souls, that from their Fears are Slaves to Virtue, 
Pacuvius Heart is warm'd with nobler Fire, 

And owns no Paſſion but untam'd Revenge; 

Revenge inſatiate to curs'd Placius Blood; 

A Rage, that now demands thy Vows revok' d 

From loit Perolla's vile deluded Love, 


Give? 


/ 
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Give me this Inſtant back his recreant Heart, 
Or to thy own receive our Shame reveng'd. 
[Offering a Dagger. 
Ia. Strike home, and ſtamp me with immorcta! 
Fame; 
To die in proof of Vows preſerv'd to him, 
Of Faith unilaken to Perolla's Love, 
Adds unexpected Glory to my Death : 
Yet when this mortal Blow 1+ given, your Arm 
Mult ſtrike again to reach me in Perol/a's Heart, 
Ev'a after Death, I there ſhal! haunt you till, 
Ani in his pining Griefs inſult your Peace. 
Pac. I thank thee, Sorcerels, for that hateful 
Thought, 
Which fires me now to an improv'd Revenge. 
1 ſee thy Soul from young Perolla has 
Been taught unmov'd to meet the Frowns of Death: 
I'll therefore try if Smiles can ftir thy Fears; 
My imooth Revenge now wears a ſofter Look, 
And more texert my Hate has put on Love: 
Receiv'd or ſlighted, by Conſent or Force, 
Enjoy'd alike, my End is ferv'd : 1 I:now 
That eicher ſpoils thee for Pero/lu's Tatle ; 
So take thy choice, on one | am determin'd. 
Ia. You cannot mean ſo horrible a Jhouglit! 
Pac. And why ſo horrible? Thou hatt conteit 
The Son belov'd, why not as well tie Father? 
Peralla's but the Stream that lows from me, 
And I the Fountain's Head of thy Deſire. 
Iza. If you've a human Sou! 
Pac. None of thy Sex's little Arts to me 
I fathom all your ſhallow Wiles, and mr 
You'll uſe Reſiſtance to be more defir'd. 
But ſuch Attempts on me are vain: Thy Beauty 
Adds not one Spark to my inflantd Deure, 
Fll taſte thy Sweets, and yet deipile em too 
For hadſt thou all thy Sex's Charms, yet knov- 
My rente not from Love, but ect Revenge wou'd 
o 
Provoſt. (IWithin) What ho! my Lord! Pact in; ' 
help! 


C 4 Enter 
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Pas. Audacious Slave ! is this a time tintrude ? 
Be gone, 0r— 

Prov. O! my Lord! we're loſt ! undone! 
Some Af icans diſguis d have ſeiz d the Priſon ; 
Forc'd ope' the Dungeon, where doom'd Blacius lay, 
His Fetters loos'd, and arm'd him to eſcape ; 

Myſelf diſputing to reſign the Keys, 
Receiv'd this ghaſtly Wound, and fled to warn you. 

Pac. Confulion! O] my loſt Revenge 

12:4. O double Joy! O my tranſported Hopes 

Pac. Say Slave, are none alarm'd t'oppole 'em ? 

Prev. None but our menial Servants were at hand: 
For they, before they enter'd, had ſecur' d 
The Centinels; the reſt ſurpriz'd, 

They, deſperate, drive before em. 
Pac. — — Ha! They're here? 


Enter Perolla, and others in African Habits naſt' d. | 


driving ſeveral before them. Pacuvius draws, and 
treſents his Point to Blacius. 


Ilold Traytor! yet there is a Sword to reach thee. 
Di. Fortune, | thank thee now! Thou giv'ſt at leaſt 
tende far my Revenge. [M Hile they fight, Tza. kner's. 
Jeu. Immortal Jou“ to thee I bend for Aid, 
Be no the Stayer once again, again 
he dire Avenger of the Roman Caule — 
y Prayers are heard, and Placius has prevai fd. 
[Blacius ce vith Pacuvius, and gets him doaun. 
Bla. Now Traytor! Have the Gods o'erta'cn thee ? 
[Blacias ee to fab him, and Perolla 
rcturnn, interf ſes. 
Per. Hold! ho'd! Diſarm, but hurt him not: Your 
Life | | | 
( Preſerv'd is all we fought, and that's ſecure. 
Rla. You, Sir, have title to command me. ' 
Per. My Friends, this Lady too mult be our Care, | 
"Tis now no time to talk. Bar fait the Doors | 
On thoſe that are within, that none may ſcape | 
T'alarm the Guards Come, Sir, here lies our W ay. 


Bla. Such Actions are above the reach of Phones 
X 4 
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Ia. The bounteou Gods reward em. [ Exc unt all but 
Pac. The horrid Fries from remorteleſs Hell [Pac. 
Revenge it on the curs'd Cunſpirer's Head 
Why do I bear this Burthen of a Life, 
That weighs me down with Diſappointments ? 
No Means! No Thought! that can redeem my Hopes ! 
Dull Brain! not to purſue em all this while; 
They cannot far be fled, I yet may forth [ Gees to ebe Door. 
T'aJarm the Streets, and overtake their Flight! 
Confuſion ! Bolted ! Barr'd again to my Deipair ! Ch it 4 
My Foe ſet free, and I his Pris'ner! Help, ho ![barr'd. pl 
Without there! Treaſon ! Murder! No ore hear! _ 
Tf I miſtake not, yon dark Avenue leads 
Me to an open Court Call there aloud ! 
T his is no time for Thought, but Execution. [ Ex. Pac. | 


The SCENE changes to Portius his Houſe. Enter 
Portius, Perolla #1! diſcurs'd, Blacius ard Izadora. . 


Port. My Brother from his Chains redeem'd: By what | 
Strange Turn of Fate is our Deſpair reliev'd? 1 
Bla. O Partius! Here! ſee here's the Arm that ſav'd me | 
Part. Such Obligations, and conceal'd, create my 
Wonder. 
Per. Here, Sir, my Service ends—you now are free: 
But for che farther Means of your Eſcape, 
| mit commend it zo Lord Partins Care; 
You'll pardon, Sir, my haſte to leave you here, 
Since my own Safety and my Friend's require 
Vur tpeedy Flight, and Change of our Diſguiſes. 
B.. tIoid, Sir! the Pleaſure of my Freedom's loſt, 
Not knowing whom to thank tor my Deliverance. 
Per. Not to diſturb that Pleature, I muſt till 
Conceal my Name: But if vou will ſuppoſe 
Your Freedom worth a grateful Thought: Then there 
Tis Que! To [zaarra's Filial Love, 
Whole Picty alone engag'd me to attempt it 
And my Reward is paid in Thanks from her, 
Your Pardon, and your Leave [ Ex. Perolla. 
Bla. So blunt a Virtue never have I ſeen 
He own'd himſelf to thee reveal'd, my Daughter, 
On thy Obedience I conjure thee ſpeak ; 
C.5 e 
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Be juſt to his Deſert, and let me know him; 
Be juſt to me, and point me to be grateful, 
Ia. You heard my Father, he but aſk'd my Thanks; 
Leave then to me your Care of Gratitude : 
Rem: mber once Perolla ſav'd your Life; 
But when diſcover'd, what was his Reward ? 
Bla. His Action ought not to be nam'd, compar'd ; 
Perolla, but by chance preſerv'd a Stranger; 
But this deſign'd to fave the Life of Blacius. 
Ia. And whom cou'd /zadora moft engage 
To fave it? [Weeping. 
Bla. Ha! my Daughter! O! I find thy Fears 
Well might'ſt thou warn me from my curious Search, 
A thouſand recolletted Thoughts convince 
Ale now, it muſt, it can be only he; 
Pacuvius Lite defended, ſpeaks him plain, 
Nay, ſpite of my Averſion, ſpeaks him great; 
If it be fo, if thou confirm'ſt it him, 
Tf 'tis Perolla, then indeed the Soul 
Of vain reſiſting Blacius is ſubdu'd, 
By his victorious Virtues bound a Slave, 
And now muſt kneel to him in ſhame for Pardon. 
[ Izadora &neels aweepir g. 
Alas! thou need'ſt not ſpeak ! thy flowing Eyes 
Too tenderly confeſs thy modeſt Joy ! 
My t#=<dra! O! I cannot bear my Thoughts! 
I ice thy Paſſion now ſo greatly juſt, 
So juſtly grateful to Peralla's Love, 
1 burn with Bluſhes, that I've ſtood fo long 
Unmov'd againſt his cordial Obligations; 
Nay, I will flatter yet my Pride of thee, 
And fancy thy inſpiring Virtues taught 
Him firſt to reach this Greatneſs of the Soul. 
Ia. O] my kind Father! till he'd conquer'd you, 
{ knew not that Perolla had ſo far 
Engag'd my Heart : I only thought before » 
"Twas Gratitude : But now (if 'tis a Fault, 
O yet forgive it! for) I own 'tis Love. 
E atera Servant. 


der. Fly! fy, my Lords, if poſſible, and fave your 


* IR 
LIVes! N 
The 
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The Guards of Hannibal ſurround the Houle, 
And he himſelf's this Moment upon Entrance. 
Port. O Horror to our Hopes! 
| Ia. Diftreſsful Woe! 
, Dort. No Thought to fave us? 
Bla. None F or ſee our Fate approaches. 


Enter Hannibal, Pacuvius, Provoſt, and Cuard:. 


Hau. So, Sir, you yet are in the reach of Juſtice. 
Bla. Changes of Fortune are to me ſo frequent, 
Now nothing gives me Fear or Wonder. 
I know my Fate, and I expett it. 
Han. And thou ſhalt meet it with the riſing Morn - 
Let Portius too be feiz'd, whole dar'd Attempt 
To hide a Traytor, by the Law condemn'd, 
Shall make him now the Partner of his F ate, 
Bal. My Brother's Blood! that ſtrikes indeed! 
Han. The Maid is innocent, and therefore free; 
For theſe, conduct 'em to their Doom delerv'd. 
Ixa. O miſerable Fortune 
[Ex. Bla. Port. Iza and Guard: 
Han. Nly Lord, Pacuvius, theſe vile Traytors Live: 
Are ſcanty Vengeance for inſulted J uſtice: 
Our chiefeſt Foe i'th' open Face ot our 
Authotity redeem'd. our Arms diſgrac'd, 
A Traytor on the Exe of Execution 
In our head Quarters freed by force from Juſtice, 
More itirs my Rage, than all vile Blacias' Crimes, 
And we're oblig'd with double Vengeance to reſent it 
Pac. What it your Orders on the Inſtant ſhou'd 
Proclaim to thoſe, that ſball diſcover ſtrait 
TH audacious hands, that ſet this Traytor free, 
Rewards unlimited, tome tempting Bribes, 
That Honour, Love, nor Friendſhip can reſiſt. 
Han. Thou'ſt warm'd my Thoughts: be it imme 
diate done; 
And the Reward, whatever ſhall be aft:'d 
Of Homival, within his power to grant. 
For 'Iraytors in the {tronge!t tate conc-al'd 
Like unfureſ{cen Didempers in the Blood, 


— 


Cf Ny | 
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Nay bring the healthieſt Body to the Grave; 
Therefore we never can too dearly buy 
The knowledge of a ſecret Enemy. [Ex. 


The End of the fourth Ac r. 
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Blacius and Portius in Prin: Portius /eeping. 


Bla. 13 HE Morning riſes with its uſual Ray, 
Nor ſhews the gloomy Face of leaſt Diſ- 
order : 


No Prodigies, no Fate-foretelling Stars ; 

Nor Storms, nor Thunders wait on Blaciu Death: 

In ev'ry thing the Courſe of Nature ſtill 

Keeps duly on, concernleſs in its Road, 

And will do ftill the fame, when I'm no more: 

Why ſhou'd I think it then a Pain to leave 

Theſe common Odjects, that regard not me ? 

Behold! how peacefully a con ſtant Mind 
[Obſerving Portins. 

Receives the folemn Summons of its Fate ? 

And in the Body's Reſt diſcards the Thought ? 

To dic's no more: Our Sleep's a ſhort-liv'd Death, 

Either 1s but the loſs of Time unknown ; 

And he that ſleeps, till from the Grave awak'd, 

Feels not that Gap in his Eternity, 

T'exceed a Moment —— Soft ! he wakes! 

But Oh! to again in Death for me 

Q Portius! if thy wandring Soul has dreamt 

Of Liberty, how mournful is this Waking ? 


Port. Not ſo, my Brother, tho? I've dreamt, 'cis true, 


Nay dreamt, that our amazing Fortune had 
”retery'd us both, and tho my Reaſon waking 


| 
1 
| 
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Preſents me not a diſtant Hope to fave ns, 
The lively Image till ſo fills my Mind, 
I can't yet leave it for a Thought of Sorrow. 

Bla. O! that I thus cou'd form a Hope for thee ? 
But when [ think that my Misfortunes have 
Involv'd thy Fate, that my dear Brother's Blood 
Muſt ftream for his unhappy Faith to me ; 

'Tis more than all my Manhood can ſupport ! 
O Portius! pity, and forgive my Fate. 

Port. Art thou to blame for what thy Fate has done? 
O Blacius ! I cou'd call thee now unkind, 

To think my Death's not more a Pleaſure than a Pain. 
Has not our Friendſhip yet from forward Youth 
Tolagging Age ran through divided Pleaſures ? 
And ſhall thy Heart not ſhare me in Diſtreſs ? 

Shall I now coldly mourn becauſe I bleed, 

In proof but of a friendly Faith to thee? 

Now, on my Soul, I know thy honeſt Heart 

With Pleaſure wou'd abide its Fate for Portius; 

Can then a F — ſo ſincerely bound, 

Suppoſe a happier End, than dying thus together ? 


mbracing. 
Enter the Proveft, and Guards. 


Pro. My Lord, your Pardon for unwelcome News : 
By Orders now from Hanziba! receiv'd 
I am directed to remove you hence 
To your immediate Execution: But, 
Lord Portius, you have found his Mercy. 
Bla. What ſaid'ſt thou, ha 
Pro. Great Hannibal inform'd, 
On cooler Thoughts, that your unhappy Crime 
Was more an ancient Friend's Concern for Blacius, 
Than wiltul Scorn of his inſulted Power, 
Extends his Mercy to your Life's Reprieve. 
* Then welcome Death! and fince my Brother's 
ree, 
I die without a murmuring Thought to Fate. 
Port. O Blacius! can I taſte ſuch ill- divided Mercy? 
Pra. Your mournful Daughter with ſucceſsful Tears 
Implor'd his Mercy for a Father's Life, 


But 
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But all her piteous Piety cou'd gain 
Was his hard Leave before your Death to take 
A parting Blefling, and her laſt Farewel. 

Port. Sce where the comes, adorn'd in Sorrow. 


Enter Izadora. 


Death nc'er look'd terrible till now. 

Bla. Theſe Tears, my [zadora, wound me more 
Than all the Weapons of approaching Death : 
But that I fee it ſtrikes ſo hard upon 
Thy tender Heart, to me the Thought were nothing. 
Why ſhou'dit thou thus diſturb thee at a ſtroke, 
Which he that's now moſt happy's ſure to feel ? 
When ür we're launch'd on this uncertain World, 
Our earlieſt Knowledge tells us we muſt drown, 
Nature aſſures us nothing in the Voyage, 
But that ſhe, ſoon or late, will call us ſtrict 
To our account of this intruſted Venture: 
The Time is come to make her due Demand 
On me, and tis but fit that it were paid. 

Ia. But then to enter on your Lite diſtrain'd, 
To ſeize it in a bloody Execution 
This is not Nature's Law, but Fortune's Tyranny ; 
The Debt of Nature might be eaſter paid 
But now to die! your Health, your Senſes ſound 
Your Strength yet freſh, and capable to run 
(No Violence us'd) with Vigour to the Goal ; 
Howe'cr your tender Love's Concern for me 
With manly Courage may diſguiſe the Terror, 
I know 'tis more than Nature can ſupport ! 
This weaker Frame in ſpight of you muſt art, 
And ſhudder at to ſharp a Diſſolution. 

Bla. In vain I ſee weak Reaſon has preſctib'd 
Us Virtue, as the Armour of our Hearts : 
For Oh! to part with thee, my Ida! | 
To loſe the cordial Comforts of thy Youth, , 
Th'endcaring Softnels of that filial Love, 2225 
Whoſe cheertul Smiles ſo oft have ſooth'd my Age, 
In ſpite of Reſolution, wounds me through; 
To leave thce thus! to this vile World e::p3'd, 
An helple Orphan, deſtitute of Friends, 1 225 

Amit. 
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Amidſt the Hazards of outragtous Fortune ! 
O! where's that temyer'd Heart of hardeſt Virtue, 
That can unihock'd withſtand the bruiſing Blow ? 
[za2. Nay, now you double my Diftret: But yet 
One parting Comfort's left to your Support, 
And let th' Aſſurance footh your dying Thoughts, 
That tho" you leave me to the World forlorn, 
The fame unſhaken Virtue, that has ſtill 
Preſerv'd me taintleſs in my Actions paſt, 
Shall, when the dear Protector of my Youth 
Is dead, ſupport me to the laſt like Blacius Daughter, 
Bla. O!] let me preſs thee to my Heart reviv'd, 
And thank thy Virtue for this eaſe in Death 
Portius /— my Brother— and my Friend — Farc- 
wel — 
I feethy Heart is full and will 
Not overcharge it with thy Griefs increas'd ! 
Only this Boon my [zaavra's Youth 
Let me bequeath to thy protecting Care 
— My Izadora ! O! the killing Thought !— 
This laſt Embrace——Thy dying Father's Blefiing— 
One farewel Kiſs O! muſt we part for ever 
Pro. My Lord, the Time elapſes. 
Bla. But one ſhort Word, and I have done. 
And now by all our faithful Friendſhip paſt, 
(Obſerve me well, for 'tis my lait Requeſt) 
Let me conjure thee, Portius, when the time 
Of decent Sorrow for a Father's Death, 
In mournful /zadora's ceaſing Tears, 
Shall be expir'd, to crown her Virgin Wiſhes, 
Give her, where moſt her Beauties are deſerv'd, 
Where molt her Heart inclines to brave Percl/a © 
And as you wiſh the Grave ſhou'd yield me Reſt, 
Reward her Virtues with her Love poſſeſt. 


[ Ex. ſeverall;, 


The SCENE opening, diſcover: a Scaffold for the 
Execution of Blacius, ard at fome diſtance « Scat rais'd 
for Hannibal; Guaras and People crow (ins ; Pacuviuz 


ſpeaking ta an Officer. 


— 
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Pac. Now Captain, let the Soldiers cloſe their Ranks, 
And on this fide the Scaffold no one pals, 
Till Hannibal himielf ſhall take his ſtand : 
For he in Perſon is reſolv'd to fee 
The Execution of the Law perform d, 
And by his awful Preſence to prevent 
Th' audacious Thought of any ſecond Tumult. 
And ſee, his Guards approach us 
(Within) Bear back, make way there 


Enter Hannibal attended. 


Han. Good Morning to the Lord Pacuwius! What! 
Are all things ready? is the Priſoner come? 
Pac. I ſent juſt now your Orders to produce him. 
Han. 'Tis well, and has our Edict been proclaim'd ? 
Pac. Already twice the publick Officer 
This Morn proclaim'd it in the Forum, 
And through the City ſeveral Copies are 
Diſpers'd, in hopes to make it more effect ua). 
Han. (To the Crowd) My Friends, what you have 
heard proclaim'd, we here 
Prepar'd ſtand forth in. Perſon to confirm 
Nay more! of theſe unlimited Conditions, 
To bind us firmer yet to the Performance, 
We ſolemn vow before th' atteſting Powers, 
By the full Glory of our conquering Arms, 
And by our Father's dear departed Soul, 
Without reſerve molt faithfully to keep em. 
People. Huzzah ! 
Han. But ſee, the Priſoner comes to give our Laws 
their due. 
Pac: And me my laſt Revenge 


Enter Blacius, Proveſt, and Guard:. 


Bla. What Ceremony's next ? 
Pro. No more, my Lord, but to aſcend the Scaffold. 
Bla. Conduct me. 
Han. Hold! 
Yet ſtay thee, Blacius, e' er the lifted Sword 
Of final Juſtice falls upon thy Life; 
I ought thou know ' ſt, that may arreſt its Arm, 


Now 


_ — * — 
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Now open to the publick Ear, declare it, 
That Men may ſay, thou either ow'ſt thy Life 
To our impartial Honour, or thy Death 
To what thy guilty Silence has confeſt. 
Bla. Since what 1 undertook for injur'd Rome 
Has fail'd my Hopes, Life now were ſcarce a Favour : 
I am prepar'd to die, and therefore ſhall be ſhort. 
How far my Doom is juſt, is bootleſs to inquire ; 
No, proſperous Hannibal, I'll not 8 
Of Wrongs receiv'd, where thy dire Will's a Law; 
Yet if thou'dſt have the World ſuppoſe my Death 
Not whole is owing to thy deaf Revenge, 
I have a late Requeſt to ask thy Power, 
Which cannot taint thy Honour to comply with. 
Han. To let thee ſee we deal Compaſſion with 
Our Juſtice, free demand. 
Bla. Thus then, 
T have an only Child, whoſe Filial Love 
Late brought her to Salapia, loſt, to mourn 
Her hapleis Father's Chains, and ſooth his Sorrows. 
Now let me beg of thy indulgent Honour, 
That fince thy Mercy has been pleas'd 
To leave her yet one only Friend in Portius, 
That he, this Daughter, and ſome {ſmall Retinue, 
When I ain dead, may freely be allow'd 
Your Convoy to the friendly Arms of Rome, 
With the Remains of his impair'd Eftate, 
To end their Days in inoffenſive Quiet. 
Han. Oar Power wou'd wound it ſelf to ſtrike the 
Innocent ; 
The eidelt Law of Greatneſs is Compaſſion : 
Thy mournful Daughter free ſhall be releas'd, 
And not alone thy Brother Portius' Fortune, 
But (tho' the Law condemns the whole) yet half 
Thy own we grant to her Diſtreſs reitor'd : 
Of which perturw'd, our Honour be the Pledge. 
Bla. bows, 42 WI? es his E Jes. 
Pac How eaſily to honeſt Fools 


Ma wife Men paint their Greatne!; ? [ Afede. 
Ilan. Now, is there ought that thou wou'dſt farther 
lay? 


Ba. 
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Bla. Nes more, but that this Favour was 
Thy only way to draw the Tears of Blaciut. 

Han. But that our Honour binds us to be juſt, 
Thou too ſhow'dit taſte our Mercy : But the Truſt 
That Carthage has repos'd in Hannibal 
Muſt, in deſpite of Nature, be dilcharg'd ; 

"Tis that alone, and not thy Fur, deſtroys thee ; 
By that compell'd we yield the to the Law: 
Conduct him to his Fate. [ Bla. mounts the Scaffrtd. 

Pac. O well-iupported V irtue ! 

Now will the Rabble think this real ! [ Afde. 


A Noiſe is heard among the Crowd, and at fume Diſtance, 
Portius and Izadora. 


People. Make way! make way for the Lady there 
Guards. Keep back! keep back! there's no one 
paſſes there. | 
Ixa. O yet for pity, Soldiers, let me pals ! 
Han. How now! What means that rude Diſorder ? 
Pro. My Lord, a Lady by Lord Portius brought, 
Diſtreſs'd ſhe ſeems, intreats with earneſt Mood, 
Before th' Execution's done, ſhe may be heard; 
And comes to Hannibal, ſhe lays, for Juſtice. 
Han, Admit her: 
To Juſtice never has our Way been barr'd. 
[Han. deſcends, Iza. runs to him, and kneels, 
Ia. O Hannibal! for ever fam'd in Arms, 
But truly Great in thy Regards of Honour ; 
By Honour, I conjure thee now, be juſt, 
And yet defer doom'd Blacius' Execution, 
Whom by the hopes of my eternal Peace 
I've ſomething to reveal, that will compel 
Thy Honour to preſerve or fink thy Fame for ever. 
Han. Beware thee, Woman, of thy flatter'd Hopes. 
The guilty Blaciu“ Crimes too full are prov'd 
T'expect our Mercy from the highelt Bribe 
Thy Tears can give, or ought thou canſt reveal; 
Therefore to ſpare thy Tongue, that fruitleſs Pain, 
Our Gurads remove he 
[za. Hold! 
Yet, cruel Warriour, hear me for thy Fame ! 


— 


— 
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I ask not Mercy, but thy Juſtice due; | 

But yet a Moment, and I'm dumb for ever ! j 

If what I have to ſay is not of laſt 

Importance to preſerve thy Oaths, thy Honour, 

If not by thy own Laws, proclaim'd my Right, | 

Let loole thy fierceſt Rage upon my Lite; | 

Give me the Tortures, lingring Pains, or worſe, 

The dead Denial of my Hope's Relief. 

Now, by that ſacred Power that fills thy Soul, [ Breaking | 
from the Guards. x 

By the reſiſtleſs Force of conquering Honour, 


Theſe Hands thus clinch'd, no Force ſhall part, unleſs 
With cruel Swords you cut my Hold away. 
People. Hear her! hear her! 
Han. Forbear a while the Execution 
Yet think not, Woman, that thy Tears prevail ; 
But Honour, thus alarm'd, deſcends to hear thec: 
Mean while from Hannibal thou'rt as fecure 
Of Juſtice, as doom'd Blacius of his Fate; 
Than which what dreadful Oracles foretell, 
Not more affur'd, thou may'ft depend on: 
Say then from whence, and what is thy demand ? 
Iza. Behold me then, the wretched Blacius' Daugh- 
„ 
Whoſe late Offences moſt unfortunate, 
So far it ſeems have ſtirr'd your fatal Rage, 
'That nothing but his vital Blood can fate it. 
For when your Priſon late was forc'd, and he 
To your Revenge's Diſappointment freed, 
Your warm Reſentment in its Heat proclaim'd, 
That whoſoever truly ſhou'd reveal 
The ſirſt Contriver, Cauſer, or Accomplice, 
Audacioully concern'd in his Redemption, 
Shou'd ſtrait receive whatever Gift, 
Reward, or Boon, their utmoſt Wiſh cou'd ask. | 
Or you your ſelf had lawful Power to grant. | 
Han. Ha! 
[za. And now, purſuant to this Law proclaim'd, 
(Which here J offer as the Witneſs of 
My Right) I come with an undoubting Joy 


To 
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To name this vile Offender of your Law, 
And from your Honour bound to claim my juſt Reward. P 

Han. Thou haſt alarm'd me now indecd. 

Pac. Confuſion ! 

Ia. Which, that you may with leſs Relutance * 

grant, 
I will not only name, but inſtant vield 
The dire Offender now into vour power, 
To flake the Thirſt of your inflam'd Revenge. 

Han. Nay then, without a Pang, our Doubts reliev d 
Dare yet aſſure thee of thy full Reward, 

Which by thoſe ſolemn Vows, the publick Ear 
Can witneſs, we have taken to — 8 | 
Again, we {wear without reſerve to pay. 

Now then, be thou as quick in thy Performance, 
Produce th' Offender, and receive thy Wiches. 

Iza. Behold then, here th'Offender ſtands ! | 
Your Priſon forc'd was Ixadaras Crime | 
And tho' my weaker Sex deny'd my Arm 
To execute ſo refolute a Deed, 

Vet my more daring Heart contriv'd the means 
By Prayers, and Letters to a Roman Youth, 
I wrought his Friendſhip to my Hopes diſtreſs d, 
And with his generous Sword redeem'd my Father. 
Not but I pride me in the glorious Guilt, 
Ard and prepar'd to meet my Puniſhment, 
Wnica, ic all your Fury can inflict, 
The dear Reward of my, Diſcovery- 
Will render .ight, as your Revenge on Blacius : 
For know, tac Boon demanded of thy Jultice— 
Han. Hold! 
Beware, I charge thee, in thy raſh Demand; 
And the” thou'ſt caught my Honour in this Snare, 
Think not when that's diſcharg'd, if thou inſult'ſt 
Ry Power, my tame Revenge ſhall ſleep to thee : 
For by the Fury cf our Rage defy'd, 4 
That Moment thou but nam'ſ thy Father's Life, 
That wretched Father ſhail himſelf, upon 
That Scaffold rais'd for him, behold thee bleed. 
Pac. Well urg d again! then yet there may be 2 
ide 
Han. 
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Har Now make at thy own Peril thy demand, 
I've warn d thee well, yet ſtand prepar'd to grant. 
{za. Then yet — whatever Death the all-juſt Gods 
Deſign for me—Give me the Life of Blacius / 
People. Huzzah ! Juſtice! Juſtice! Huzzah ! 
Han. Yes yes! y'unthinking Herd! you ſhall have 
Juſtice, 
So too will Hannibal; your Holyday 
Nat yet is loit: You ſhall have Blood to ſtare on, 
Tho? pleas'd to think your Favourite” Blacia: ſav'd, 
Yet you ſhall ſee, ſince we forewarn'd her Fate, 
Before his Face this ſubt ile Traitreſs bleed 
— Bind! bind her Hands —yet hold — for now perhaps 
Con vinc'd, that we have firm reſolv'd thy Death, 
The Terror may diſſuade thy raſh Demand. 
Ixa. Weak Hannibal, who ſtaggering thus thy ſelf, 
Preſum'ſ to meaſure by thy own Reſolves 
The firmer Daring of a Roman Soul; 
Revenge be thine : Give me the Life of Blacius. 
Han. Provoking Virtue! in a Female Soul; 
Where have I liv'd, that never yet conceiv'd the 
Charm ? 
The Charm indeed ! 'tis Witchcraft! Spells! Inchant- 
ment 
I feel my Virtue ſtruggling in the Snare, 
And muſt deſtroy her to preſerve my ſelf! 
Away! the Sorcereſs Hence! diſpatch her! haſte, 
And rid me of this Hurry in my Blood 
Quick, Slaves! while yet I have the Power to end her. 


As they lead Izadora to the Scaffold, Perolla breaks through 
the Guards to Hannibal. 


Per. Hold! hold, injurious Hannibal nor let the 
Blood 
Of Innocence defame thy blind Revenge: 
Behold the nobler Object of thy Rage, 
That makes it Juſtice, and inſtructs thy Fury, 
To bribe thy Mercy to that tender Maid 
Behold Peralla, who provokes thy Vengeance 
Whoſe Arm when free has been as much thy Terror, 
As now when bound in Chains twill be thy 3 i 
hole 
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Whoſe Guardian Sword in the conteſted Field 
So oft has cut the Hopes of thy Ambition, 
Which the Lucalians, Samnites, Caffilinum, 
Th' Apprulians, and Petilia ſhall record to Ages: 
Who not alone content to gall thee, thus 
Victorious in the Field; but to thy Arms 
Diſgrace, to thy Head-Quarters came diſguis'd, 
Ev'n in thy Army's Centre torc'd thy Pritons, 
Deſtroy'd thy Guards, and in thy Power”; Contempt 
Reitor'd the Freedom ot thy Foe condemn'd. 

Han: Audacious Virtue ! 

Per. Nay, and who new was come, reſoly'd (but 

that 

His pious Danghter had foredone my Purpoſe) 
To ſtop. like ner, the Fury of thy loſt Revenge, 
(Unlef: thou dar'it to break thy Honour's Bonds) 
By my demanded Pardon for the Lite of Blacius. 

Pac. Horror! 

1za. O moſt untimely Virtue! 

Per. But fince the Blood of Izadora is 
The Price decreed cf thy extorting Mercy 

Ia. Hold! 
Oh! Hold, unkind Perolla O! Glorious Harra! 
Yet e er the Raſhneſs of his Virtue moves 
To ſuperſede the Claim of [zadora, 
Permit me but to offer him a ffarted Thought, 
And by the hopes of ſuffering Innocence, 
So far is what I ask from means toppoſe, 
That yet I {wear to double your Revenge. 

Han. Such daring Spirits have l never ſeen; 
Thou haſt our leave, propoſe thy T hought, and eaſe 
Me quick cfthis unactive Wonder. 

[Iza. ſeems to argue with Perol'a. 

Now! now, Pocwins, help me in tlus ſtrait 
Ot tempted Honour, and oppos'd Revenge. 

Pac. Let ny Example then inflame thy Soul! 
The loſt Perla, I perceive, as much 
Abhors your Perſon as your height of Glory; 
In that one Thought, he is no more my Son, 
No more am | his Father, but his Foe: 
Let then his Blood, offenſive to us both, 
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At once ſate your Revenge and my Diſpleaſure, 
There's Glory in ſo juſt a Sacrifice. 
Han. Amazement ſtill! 
lot poſhble a Soul fo weak with Spleen 
Can be the Sire of ſo much healthy Virtue ? [Ade 
Per. My Death to ſave thee were a Pleaſure : but 
Ia. Can dying with me give thy Thoughts a pain? 
Per. O! that inchanting Softnels in thy Looks 
Prevails, and yet "tis hard 
[:a. For me, Perolla, | 
To make our Virtue try'd, immortal as our Love ! © 
Per. 1 cannot bear the painful Onſet of 
Thy Eyes intreating ! O! I yield ! 'tis done! 
And thus I truſt thy Virtue with my Fame! 
[Per. and Iza. kneel to Hannibal. 
Now truly conquering Hannibal, behold, 
Submiſſive at thy Feet thy Foe ſubdu'd, 
Now asking pardon of thy Power defy'd : 
For I confeſs, twas pleaſure to provoke thee, 
While I propos'd my Life refign'd __ ſave 
The Innocent: But fince our harder Fate 
Deſtro;'s us both by thy divided Mercy 
Ia. Since my vain Life, by great Peralla ſav'd, 
Muſt leave my Father ſtill expos'd to Death, 
And me in greater Torment from ſuch L:te accepted 
Per. Since in our ftrifteit Search of Fate, we find 
No hope of mutual or of parted Happineſs, 
We now implore our Crimes to thee confeſt, 
May ſhare the Glory and the Puniſhment. 
ay * both are wretched, tho' but one ſhou's 
eed: 
Per. We beg in Mercy both cannot peak it. 
Ia. — Both may die together. 
But for the joint Reward of our Diſcovery, 
Which we're compell'd in Duty to demand. 


Per. And thou'rt in Honour as firm bound to pay. 
Ia. With an united Claim 


Both. We beg the Life of Blacius, 

Pac. Then periſh both, and double your Revenge. 

Han. O weak Pacuvius! that can'ſtthink Revenge 
Conſiſts in timely granting their Deſires, 
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The ſmart of Body is the Vulgar's Terror, 
That have no farther Hope than ſenſual Life, 
No Pain like Obligations to the Brave, 
Great Souls by Greater only are ſubdu'd 
Releaſe the Priſoner, and conduct him hither. 

People. Huzzah ! 

Pac. Vain Hannibal! are theſe a Stateſman's Max. 

ims ? 

Han. Shall itbe faid by Time's ſucceeding Tongues, 

That Fortune ſet me up a Foe, whom Fear 

Advie'd me to ſecure, or that pale Envy 

Took ſhameſully the ſafe Advantage of 

His chanc'd Misfortunes to deſtroy him ? No, 

The World ſhall fee, that Hannibal in ſpite 

Off his ador'd Ambition dares be Great: 

Firſt then to thee, Pacavius, I reſtore 

That Son thy Friendſhip wou'd have ſacrific'd, 

And to Perolla, as his Virtue's due, 

I give him to his Life his Liberty: 

To thee moſt wondrous Maid 
Pac. Yet hold! while I have cauſe to thank thee. 
Han. What I reſolve ſhall thank it (elf. 

Pac. The galling Thought! 
Han. To thee, bright Excellence, whoſe ſofter 
Charms 

Might look the rugged Lion to Compaſſion 

From a ſuperiour Claim, than what my Honour is 

Engag'd to pay thy molt amazing Piety, 

To thee | yield the forfeit Life*of Bac. 

Ixa. O Godlike Hannibal! | Bla. Iza. and Per. Ines. 
Han. No Thanks be paid, 

For Hannibal ftands more oblig'd to you, | 

On whoſe firm V irtues prov'd J raiſe my own : 

But left your Thanks refus'd ſhou'd give you pain, 

From thee, Pero/la, I ſhall pleas'd receive 'em: 

Haſte to the Field, and thank me with thy Sword; 


Rally thy ſcatter'd Legions, and oppoſe 

Me, bold in Arms, as thou haſt dar'd for Love, 
Then when I meet thee moſt, my glorious Foe, 
Pl call thee vanquiſh'd, grateful to my Fame. 


Per. Inſtructed thus, Iam inſpir'd to thank _ : . 
| his 
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This eful Sword, in thy fierce Arms o d, 
Shall tell the World what Dangers thou hat fought, 
What Hazards in this Mercy thou haſt dar'd, 

To climb the Precipice of martial Glory. 

Victor, or vanquiſh'd, I'll record o Fame. 

Pac. Now vain inglorious Hannibal! to think 
Thou canſt conceal from the diſcerning World 
The native Colour of this haif-painted Virtue : 
Wou'dit thou aſcribe to Thirſt of Glory, what 
So groſs we ſee proceeds from abject Love? 

Not conquering /zadora's Virtues, but 

Her Eyes victorious have ſubdu'd thy Honour! Gods 
Is then the Truit of Carthage thus diſchargu, 

By 222 publick Mfercy to her Foes ? 

O ſhame to Arms! that Honour, fuſtice, Fame, 
Shou'd loſe their Force for a vain Smile of a Wom:n ? 
A Flame, which Health of Senſe will never own, 
Like Madneſs when tis cur'd, it ever was poſleſs'd with. 

Han. Injurious Man! whoſe raſh unſlak'd Revenge 

Wou'd ſtain a Soul, that ſoars above thy Slander. 

But to confirm the conſcious World, and thee, 

That Hannibal diſdains fo baſe a Thought, 

Since Love has chang'd their Hearts, and grateful 
Blacius, 

As I am told, approves their mutual Fires, 

My Innocence thus joins their Hands for ever. 

Per. Now, on my Soul, this Virtue pains my Senſe, 
My ſwelling Heart's oppreſs'd with Obligations. 

O Blacius! Portius! Izadyra ! 

Pac. Horror on Horror ſtill! O! Rage of Pain! 
My Son inſultant mingling with curs'd B/acius Blood! 
Have I for this abjur'd my Country's Cauie ? 
Deſpis'd the honeſt World's tong held Elteem ; 
Sold my dear Fame, and cheated of the Price! 

Han. Let my Example teach thee 'Pemper. 

Pac. Periſh thy tame Philoſophy! 

Low, as | am, my ſpiteful Stars ſhall ſee 
Not all their Malice cou'd ſubdue Pacuuins / 
And ſince my fatal Services to thee 

Are now at laſt Barbarian- like return'd 

Wil. thy ungrateful * to my Foe, 
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And in my Blood debas'd my fierce Revenge inſulted, 
That Life I only valu'd as a Plague to Blacius, 
Seeing him bleis'd, tis time ſhou'd be no more, [Stab, 
Han. O horrid Act! himſelf. 
Per. My Father 
Ia. O dire Diſtraction! 
Pac. Since my ſole Joy in Being was my Spite 
To Blacius' Blood, twas then Relief to die, 
When 'twas in vain to hate him. [ Dies, 
Han. Death only cou'd ſubdue fo fierce a Paſſion. 
Look up, Perolla, and reitrain thy Tears: 
Thy Honour and thy Love demand thy Care: 
At once to free thee then from farther Fears, 
This Fair-One, Blacius, Partius, and thy lelf, 
Shall have our leave immediate to depart ; 
A Squadron ftrait of our Numid:ian Horſe 
Shall be detach'd your Convoy to the Conſul. 
People. Huzzah 
Bla. And now from this Day's ſtrange Events we ſee 
By what ſmall Accidents the Gods maintain 
Againſt Man's vain Preſumption their Decrees : 
But hence an Hour, and the dire Sword was drawn, 
That ſhou'd have pierc'd the ſtreaming Life of Blaci us, 
While fierce Pacuwius in too warm Purſuit 
Of his Revenge advis'd the Nleans, that loſt it; 
And he who came aſſur'd to glut his Eyes 
With veng: ful Pleature at the Tragedy, 
Now lies himtelf ſole Actor in the Scene: 
And lait, to crown their unforeſeen Reſolves, 
That ail things might in courſe of Juftice move, 
Perilia's bleit witu [zacra's Love. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. OL DFIEIL p. 


E LI. Sirs! you'we ſcen a Prodigy to- day: 
Tac Lowers true! in this ald faſhion 4 Play; 3 
But theſe were Romans: Our more madiſh Age 
No ſuch Examples ſhews, but on the Stage: 
Of all the Sparks, that ſig” and ogle here, 


( Hold ! let me ſec ) the Chief are There and There. 


[Pointing to the Side-Boxes. 
Shew me but One that won'd expoſe his Life, 


Jo gain that comfortable Thing, a Wife : 


But here, how many Huſband; do I je [The Pit. 
Wau 'd gladiy VERNIUYE Hang: a t9 get free 4 

Io Perolla may not ſo2n increaſe 

The diſmal melancholick Lijt of "the le: 

Our Hearts, wwhen marry d, we but il d. find, 

For that's the Time to ar atifj a Friend; 

Maids are unprattt; Fay nice, and Hach to try 

What moſt they wiſh, and fear they tuo not why : 

But Wit ves groco beld, and find auen better taught, 

The Dany eint 0 great, as once try the waht. 

Such 27: wes there may be, Sirs, but Oh! Le few 

Of us ar * fue, cam par d to %% vob You? 

The Faults, Pat b: gur i- jur'd 8 
Are owing t5 . e Vices of vo IRON; 


Fond to prove: 0 Jou tare the mandy ray, 

To ſwear and ile, t3 flatter and bitray ; 

Such is your Hunmur, agu 11 vera, 
72 Caz-/igt be. g te be U 2210 9 os uc h : 

Bat rovins now Corpgueſt; my pri xe, 
wheat Hare v One ſuffice 3 
And juch tame Foils a jau aur Sex belicye, 
Nit tarequite the Favours wwe receive. 


are dane, 


Nou d 
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Wou'd ye Gallants but /airly play your Parts, 
And knoxw the Value of cur faithful Hearts; 
Wau'd ye the Grounds of our Complaints remove, 
And make Returns of Conflancy and Love; 

Yau then Twou'd find us Objects fit to truſt, 

For awe are true whenever you are juſt : 

You then xvou'd live with greater Pleaſures bleſt, 
Than &er in Loves ſoft Empire were poſſeſt 3 
For every Lower in his Fair wou'd fin 


True Engliſh Charms with Roman Virtue bid. 


